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PART   I 


"  When  all  birds  else  do  of  their  music  Jail 
Money's  the  still-swut-singing  nightingale." 
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«« MARRIAGE    A    LA    MODE" 


CHAPTER   I 

'  A  STIFLING  hot  day  I "  Geneial  Hobson 
ifted  his  hat  and  mopped  his  forehead  in- 
iignantly.  "  What  on  earth  this  place  can  be 
like  in  June  I  can't  conceive  I  The  tenth  of 
April,  and  I'll  be  bound  the  thermometer's 
somewhere  near  eighty  in  the  shade.  You 
never  find  the  English  climate  playing  you 
these  tricks." 

Roger  Barnes  looked  at  his  uncle  with 
amusement. 

"  Don't  you  like  heat,  Uncle  Archie  ?  Ah, 
but  I  forgot,  it's  American  heat." 

"I  like  a  climate  you  can  depend  on," 
said  the  General,  quite  conscious  that  he  was 
talking  absiurdly,  yet  none  the  less  determined 
to  talk,  by  way  of  rdief  to  some  obscure  annoy- 
ance. "  Here  we  are  sweltering  in  this  abomin- 
able heat,  and  in  New  York  last  week  they  had 
a  blizzard,  and  here,  even,  it  was  cold  enough 
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to  give  me  ilieumatism.  The  climate's  always 
in  extremes — ^like  the  people." 

"  I'm  sorry  to  find  you  don't  like  the  States, 
Uncle  Archie." 

The  young  man  sat  down  beside  his  uncle. 
They  were  in  the  deck  saloon  of  a  steamer 
which  had  left  Washington  about  an  hour 
before  for  Mount  Vernon.  Through  the  open 
doorway  to  their  left  they  saw  a  wide  expanse 
of  river,  flowing  between  banks  of  spring  green, 
and  above  it  thunderous  clouds,  in  a  hot  blue. 
The  saloon,  and  the  decks  outside,  held  a  great 
crowd  of  passengers,  of  whom  the  majority 
were  women. 

The  tone  in  which  Roger  Barnes  spoke 
was  good-tempered,  but  quite  perfunctory. 
Any  shrewd  observer  would  have  seen  that 
whether  his  unde  liked  the  States  or  not  did 
not  in  truth  matter  to  him  a  whit. 

"And  I  consider  all  the  arrangements  for 
this  trip  most  unsatisfactory,"  the  General 
continued  angrily.  "The  steamer's  too  small, 
the  landing-place  is  too  small,  the  crowd  getting 
on  board  was  something  disgraceful.  They'll 
have  a  shocking  accident  one  of  these  days. 
And  what  on  earth  are  all  these  women  here 
for — ^in  the  middle  of  the  day?  It's  not  a 
hoUday." 

"  I  believe  it's  a  teachers'  excursion,"  said 
young  Barnes  absently,   his  eyes  resting  on 
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the  rows  of  young  women  in  white  blouses  and 
spring  hats  who  sat  in  close-packed  chairs 
upon  the  deck—an  eager,  talkative  host. 

"  H'm— Teachers  I  "     The    General's    tone 
was  still  more  pugnacious.    "Going  to  learn 
more  h^  about  us.  I  suppose,  that  they  may 
teach  them  to  school-children  ?    I  was  turn- 
ing over  some   of    their    school-books    in    a 
shop   yesterday.     Perfectly   abominable!     It's 
monstrous  what  they  teach  the  children  here 
about  what  they're  pleased  to  caU  their  War 
of  Independence.    AU  that  we  did  was  to  ask 
tiiem  to  pay  something  for  their  own  protection. 
What  did  It  matter  to  us  whether  they  were 
mopped  up  by  the  Indians,  or  the  French,  or 
not  ?      But  if  you  want  us  to  go  to  aU  the 
expense  and  trouble  of  protecting  you,   and 
putting  down  those  feUows,  why,  hang  it,'  we 
said,    you  must  pay  some  of  the  bill ! '     That 
was  aU  English  Ministers  asked ;  and  perfectly 
nght  too.    And  as  for  the  men  they  make 
such  a  fuss  about,  Samuel  Adams,  and  John 
Adams   and  Franklin,  and  aU  the  rest  of  the 

""T'^^t  ^''"'  *^^  '*"^  *h«y  teach  American 
school-children  about  them  is  a  poisoning  of 
the  wells!  Franklin  was  a  man  of  profliLe 
Jife,  whom  I  would  never  have  admitted  inside 
my  doors  I  And  as  for  the  Adamses-intrigueis 
--canting  feUows  !— both  of  them  " 

"WeU,  at  least  you'U  give  them  George 
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Washington."    As  he  spoke,  Barnes  concealed 
a  yawn,  followed  immediately  afterwards  by  a 
look  of  greater  alertness,  caused  by  the  dis- 
covery that  a  girl  sitting  not  far  from  the  door- 
way in  the  crowd  outside  was  certainly  pretty. 
The  red-faced,  white-haired  General  paused 
a  moment  before  replying,   then  broke  out  : 
"What  George  Washington  might  have  been 
if  he  had  held  a  straight  course  I  am  not  pre- 
pared to  say.    As  it  is,  I  don't  hesitate  for  a 
moment!     George    Washington    was    nothing 
more  nor  less  than  a  rebel— a  damned  rebel  I 
And  what  Englishmen  mean  by  joining  in  the 
worship  of  him  I've  never  been  able  to  under- 
stand." 

"  I  say,  uncle,  take  care,"  said  the  young 
man,  looking  round  him,  and  observing  with 
some  relief  that  they  seemed  to  have  the  saloon 
to  themselves.  "These  Yankees  wiU  stand 
most  things,  but " 

"You  needn't  trouble  yourself.  Roger," 
was  the  testy  reply ;  "  I  am  not  in  the  habit 
of  annoying  my  neighbours.  Wt  now,  look 
here,  what  I  want  to  know  is,  what  is  the 
meaning  of  this  absurd  journey  of  yours  ?  " 

The  young  man's  frown  increased.  He 
began  to  poke  the  floor  with  his  stick.  "I 
don't  know  why  you  call  it  absurd  ?  " 

"To  me  it  seems  both  absurd  and  extrava- 
gant,"  said  the  other  with  emphasis.     "The 
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last  thing  I  heard  of  you  was  that  Burdon  and 
Co  bad  offered  you  a  place  in  their  office,  and 
that  you  were  prepared  to  take  it.  When  a 
man  has  lost  his  money  and  becomes  dependent 
upon^  others,  the  sooner  he  gets  to  work  the 

Roger  Barnes  reddened  under  the  onslaught 
and  the  sulky  expression  of  his  handsome 
mouth  became  more  pronounced.  "I  think 
my  mother  and  I  ought  to  be  left  to  judge  for 
ourselves,"  he  said  rather  hotly.  "  We  haven't 
^ked  anybody  for  money  yet.  Uncle  Archie. 
Burdon  and  Co.  can  have  me  in  September 
just  as  well  as  now;  and  my  mother  wished 
me  to  make  some  friends  over  here  who  might 
be  useful  to  me."  ^ 

"  Useful  to  you.    How  ?  " 
"  I  think  that's  my  affair.     In  this  country 
there  are  always  openings-things  turning  up 
—chances— you  can't  %itX  at  home." 

«T?^^  ^^^""^  ^^^^  ^  disapproving  laugh. 
The  only  chance  that'U  help  you,  Roger 
at  present-excuse  me  if  I  speak  frankly- 
IS  the  chance  of  regular  work.  You-  poor 
mother  has  nothing  but  her  smaU  fixed  in- 
come,  and  you  haven't  a  farthing  to  chuck 
away  on  what  you  call  chances.  Why,  your 
passage  by  the  Lucarla  alone  must  have  cost 

LHl^.'?'""^-  ''"  ^*  "^y  ""^^  y^^  <^^e 
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The  young  man  was  clearly  on  the  brink 
01  an  MpI<«,on,  but  controUed  himself  with 
«i  effort  "I  paid  the  winter  rate;  and 
mother,  who  knows  the  Cunard  people  very 

A^i;,-.^  f..  '«*"<=**°"-  I  assure  yon.  Uncle 
^chie,  neither  mother  nor  I  is  a  fool,  and  we 
know  quite  weU  what  we  are  about " 

As  he  spoke  he  raised  himself  with  enerev 
and  looked  his  companion  in  the  face. 
«  ^  ?^"^-  ""keying  him,  was  mollified, 

L^s  ',  f  ""f^^  "  *^'  ^""^^  but  the 
B^^^  «rtraordmary  good  looks.  Roger 
Bam^good  looks  had  been,  indeed,  from  his 
^^ood  upwards  the  distinguishing  and  re- 
marf'able  feature  about  him.    He  yL  b^n  t 

S^LT"^l*'%'''r'-''^°*^  ''^eely  because 

went  with  them ;   and  whfle  at  Oxford  he  had 

?.!?      f,  *!  lamentable  deficiencies  m  his 
G^k  scholarship,  which  gave  his  proiTpte^ 
and   tramers   so   much   trouble.    Nose    chin 
brow,  the  poi^g  of  the  head  on  the  ^^ul^' 
the  large   blue  eyes,  lidded  and  set  with  » 
vt.  P*^*'""".    th.   deUcacy   of   the  Tan 
sl^ht^y   hollow   cheeks,    combined   ^th   tte 
astomdung  beauty  and  strength  of  tte  head 
crowned  with  ambrosial  curls-These  possesions 
together  with  others,  had  so  far  mSe  iS  ^' 
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easy  and  trinrnphant  business  for  their  owner. 
The  othera."  let  it  be  noted,  however,  had 
tiu  now  always  been  present;  and,  chief 
aniongst  them,  great  wealth  and  an  important 
and  popular  father.  The  father  was  iSently 
dead,  as  the  black  band  on  the  yours  man's 
ann  still  testified,  and  the  wealth  hTsudZy 

the  financial  calamities  of  the  day.    General 
Hobson,  contemplating  his  nephew,  and  moUi- 

f^;  t  "!  ^"^-^  '^^'  ^y  ^  =Pl»<«<I  appear- 
ance   kept  saymg  to  himself:    "He  hasi?t  a 

farthmg  but  what  poor  Lau.a  allows  hi^  he 
h^  tte  tast^  of  forty  thousand  a  year ;  "  've  J 
mdifferent  education ;    and  what  the  deuce  Z 
he  gomg  to  do  ?  " 
Aloud  he  said : 

letter  W'  '^•i  \  ^°*  ^'  ^  ^  <"  ^"P^o^'^^le 
letter  last  mail  from  your  poor  mother." 

The  young  man  turned  his  head  awav  his 
cigarette  stiU  poised  at  his  lips.  ^  Y^  I 
know— motlier's  awfully  down" 

m,17t;  J"^"^^  ^°""  '^°*^^'  *»«  "ever 
memt  for  a  poor  woman,"  said  the  General 

J^h__energy.      "She    takes   it    uncomSoS 

Roger,  with  face  still  averted,  showed  no 

«^a.^  to  discuss  his  mother's  chara.fr  :: 

"However,  she'll  get  along  a"  right,  if  you 
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t*  ^^u  ^?^y  ^  ^■"  '^^^  the  General, 
not  without  a  certain  severity. 

,Jl  ^  "ff  t°  ^°  '*■  ^•"  S«™"  rose  as  he 
spoke.  "I  should  think  we're  getting  nea^ 
Mount   Vemcn    by    this    time.     I'U   ^   and 

General    following.    The    old    so'dier,    as    he 
moved  through  the  crowd  of  chaire  in  the  wake 

«c^"hT'  ""^  *'"  "^"^^  °*  *•■«  'Attention 
excited  by  the  young  man.    The  eyes  of  many 

f^^  *e™  upon  him;  and,  while  the  girls 
looked  and  said  nothing,  their  mothers  laughed 
and  whispered  to  each  other  as  the  ylung 
Apollo  passed.  ^    ^ 

nnl**"^^  l'  *''*  ^^^  "'  *•>«  ^t«>™e'-.  the 
uncle  Mid  nephew  perceived  that  the  river  had 

widened  to  a  stiU  more  stately  breadth,  and 

that,  on  the  southern  bank,  a  white  building,  high 

c^J'f  ?T  "'°  ^^"-  '^«  e-cuiiniste 
for^hf  .  '^^'  "'^''^S  their  admiration 
for  the  natural  scene  and  their  sense  of  its 
patriotic  meaning  in  a  frank,  enthusiastic 
chatter,  which  presently  enveloped  the  General 
standmg  m  a  ,aen'.  endurance  hke  a  rock 
among  the  waves. 

"  '5"'t "  fine  to  think  of  his  coming  back  here 
to  die,  so  srniply,  when  he'd  made  a  nation  ?  " 
said  a  young  girl-perhaps  from  Omaha-to  her 
companion.    "  Wasn't  it  just  lovely  ?  " 
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Her  voice,  restrained,  yet  warm  with  feeling 
annoyed  General  Hobson.  He  moved  away 
and  as  they  hung  over  the  taffrail,  he  said 

^jS^rr^'^-.T^"'  *°  ^'^  companion: 
T  ^v  /r?  '*  ^^  ^^""^  *°  ^  '  '"^de  a  nation  '  I 
Look  at  their  press-look  at  their  corruption- 
their  divorce  scandals  I  " 

info^T""  ^^f^l^'  ^^  ^^'"^  ^  ci^arette^nd 
into  the  swift  brown  water. 

"  Upon  my  word,  Uncle  Archie,  I  can't  play 

^V^rAmet^^^^^ 

"  Which  means,  I  suppose,  that  vour  mother 
gave  you  some  mtroductions  to  nch  people  in 
New  York  and  they  entertained  you  ?-^  sa  d 
the  General  drily. 

"  Well,  is  there  any  crime  in  that  ?  I  met 
a  lot  of  uncommonly  nico  peopi.  " 

I  2^^.    ^'^'l  particularly  bless  me  when 
1  wiTcd  to  you  to  come  here  ?  " 

The  young  man  laughed  again  and  paused 
a  moment  before  replying. 

"  I'm  always  very  glad  to  come  and  keep 
you  company,  Uncle  Archie."  ^ 

The  old  General  reddened  a  little.    Privatelv 

voJT/r  """"^  7""  *^"*  ^^  *^^^^  smnmonin"^ 
young  Barnes  from  New  York  had  been  an  acf 

of  tyranny-mild,  elderly  tyranny.    He  wS  not 

amusing  himself  in  Washi4ton,\hSrwL 

paying  a  secon-   visit  after  an  3b...nce  of  twenty 
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strength  Of  U^';"5;»f:  «a«satio„  of  thf 
y"""*?  nation,  «  Lv  ^'  f«?*  ^"^  of  the 

for   the    Old    WoZ   ^l""^  "P  «   annf 
?«=«tly  what   the  New^!™«^  '°''^y    and 
«  the  times  to  comrrnH^^  *  ''°  "^'h  her 
increasing  deluge  of  ^^^'^  '?'^^g  an  ever- 
principles!  wa^^flo^^t  **^«^-ideals, 
^-ihsation.  -t^eT^Wcri™"'  *"''  '^*^**" 
already  half  buried  ^d  „^?^°'*"  ^ods  were 
•^yond   recoveo.    ^d  T  ^t'T  "^  '^"^n 
which  possessed  him  fe  ,Z  ^  ,^«Pondency 
of  Embassies,   and  wT     '''  *^  ""'"tions 
House,  he  had  ^^'^tT   '*   *«   ^^ 
Yoric   and  could  not  re^t^"^  ""^  "  ^'^'^ 
s«nd  for  him.    After  L?  t        *«mptation  to 
Unless  the  boy  aZ^l  R°ger  w^^  ^j^ 

he   would   in/ent^e«rH^^^  '^^'' 
and  smaa  estate  in  iZfh!     Hobson's    money 
the  death  of  Roger's  u^^T'''^^-    Before 
heritance,  indeed,  had  nnf        P'^^^P'^tive  in- 
much  in  the  fanulV  c^crl'"""*^  '°'  ^^ 
had  even  felt  a  sh™^  ^  *'^'^-.     ^«  General 
^  insignificant  fa  S^,    '^"'^  *»  a  matter 
=cale  on  which  The  B^f  wf'  ??>*  ^«"-al 

^t:  Su^-  i^Sr-  -  - 
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nZf  W  /  ''"i;  •*'""  *^  <*»*«  he  would 

dep»d  on  pecuniary  drc^tLcT      "   ""^ 
ine  steamer  swung  round  to  the  land™, 
place  under  the  hiU  of  Mount  Vernon  T2" 

"h.^t*t*^^'  ^''T  ""^  *  -*«•  and^ 
wnicn  set  the  General's  temper  on  edee     H» 

emerged  from  it.   hot   and   breathl^^   af ^ 

m^equacy  of  the  arrangements  and  the  likeU- 
hood  of  an  accident.  Then  he  and  Roger 
strode  up  the  steep  path,  beside  beds  of  bW 
pen«™«es.  and  under  old  trees  j^^bl^g 
In!?      .1        *P""S  sunshine  was  in  the  air 

heat,  and  Ttfue  d^^  7  s^J^j"^ 
Here  and  there  a  magnolia  in  full  W»  the 

pinkish  blossom  to  the  sun;  the  LTtiver 
shimmenng  and  streaked  with  liSr  s^!^ 
™und  the  hfll.  and  out  into  a  p^ariy  L^ce 
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«mndT^  of  the  crowd  now  flowing 
hi,  Sf  ■'^''  "P  *"«  '^  R<«er  suddenly  nUsed 
»piiil^eg?a^'^"-''*'«'<^era..  putting 

broih^"  *^'  "*  '»^'    '""t    night    and    her 

"  Captain  Boyson  ?    So  it  is     n,.., 
to  have  a  party  with  them."  ^'^  ^ 

«o^'  tow^'X  S  f  "^^  i"""  ^^t"' 
her  brother  ^nghshmen,  followed  by 

•■  I  thougft  A^-2  Au  we^L  °S''  ''*>- 
•»<*  to  New  York"  bored-and  going 

Roger  was  relieved  to  see  fhot  k- 
engaged  in  shaking  han*  ^th  the  ^  ""'''• 
officer,  had  not  h»ar-i  *iT  *  American 

certaii^y  not  Mi«s X  ^  """'^'^-    ^act  was 

"I  am  if^  ^^"'  ^*™ng  Point. 

kind."  s:*  ^  x;  ^'  'f^'^^  °f  tJ'e 

i.er;^;nothmg  ii'^ft.i'^3^^^-  upon 

-traviLt^'l,t'^^Mr»  -t  - 
Mr-  Bames.  We  were  ifcf  *  .^P*'  *"*  » 
weren't  we  ?  "  '"^*  **"°ng  of  him, 

An  elderly  lady,  quietly  dressed  in  grey 
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.  ***  *<''  ""deed.    Miss  Boyson  Dosted  m» 
/  Jl       .  ^'aroes.    His  manner  was  easv  o«,i 

penetrating  voice     "kn^       ,  .^^'  "  *  ^^ 
you  to  Mr^  Ses     Mr  t   '  r-  '"*'^"=* 

inclrSnt'^.^Sf  ^•J™'«I».'"ade  ^^' 
Tlie  whole  party  SednT      T^  ^^  ^^■ 

he  coulc  onlv  danJ  ^  """opoly;  and 
ladies  ^vitiXfc  <^S:,»a"y  **  *he  two 
that  the  Whole  JZ'  «2L*  "l*  ^^conscious 
appearance.  Axnme  th^  /  d^tinguished 
women  strea^^v^  th^^*^**  ."'  ^"""S 

dearly  markeHut  by  th^  J  "^   ^'^  **'« 
dothes-especiau/r'^-^^-d^^^ 
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to  the  fastidious  coemopoliian  class,  between 
whom  and  the  young  schod-teachere  from  the 
West,  in  their  white  cotton  blouses,  leathern 
belts,  and  neat  short  skirts,  the  links  were  few. 
Miss  Floyd,  indeed,  was  dressed   with   great 
simpliaty.    A  white  muslin  dress,  a  Ai  Romney 
with  a  rose  at  the  waist,  and  a  black-and-white 
Romney  hat  deeply  shading  the  face  beneath— 
noth'ng  could  have  been  plainer ;  yet  it  was 
a  simpUcity  not  to  be  had  for  the  asking  a 
calculated,  a  Parisian    simplicity;    while  her 
compamon,  Mrs.  Verrier,  was  attired  in  what 
the  fashion-papers  would  have  called  a  "  crea- 
tion in  mauve."    And  Roger  knew  quite  enough 
about  women's  dress  to  be  aware  that  it  M-as 
a  creation  that  meant  doUars.    She  was  a  tali, 
dark-eyed,  oUve-skinned   woman,  thin  almost 
to  emaciation  :  and  young  Barnes  noticed  that 
whfle  Miss  Floyd  talked  much,  Mrs.  Verrier 
answered  little,  and  smiled  less.    She  moved 
with  a  languid  step,  and  looked  absently  about 
her.    Roger   could    not    make    up    his    mind 
whether  she  was  American  or  English. 

In  the  house  itself  the  crowd  was  almost 
unmanageable.  The  General's  ire  was  roused 
afresh  when  he  was  warned  off  the  front  door 
by  the  polite  official  on  guard,  and  made  to 
mount  a  back  stair  in  the  midst  of  a  panting 
multitude. 

"  I  really  cannot  congratulate  you  on  your 
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management  of  these  affairs,"  he  said  severely 
to  Captain  Boyson,  as  they  stood  at  last,  breath- 
Ic  1  and  hustled,  on  the  first-floor  landing.  "  It 
is  most  improper,  I  may  say  dangert)us,  to 
admit  such  a  number  at  once.  And,  as  for 
seeing  the  house,  it  is  simply  impossible.  I 
shall  make  my  way  down  as  soon  as  possible 
and  go  for  a  walk." 

Captain  Boyson  looked  perplexed.  General 
Hobson  was  a  person  of  eminence ;  Washington 
had  been  very  civil  to  him ;  and  the  American 
officer  felt  a  kind  of  host's  responsibility. 

"  Wait  a  moment ;   I'U  try  and  find  some- 
bodv."    He  disappeared,  and  the  party  main- 
tained itself  with  difficulty  in  a  comer  of  the 
landing  against  the  pressure  of  a  stream  of 
damsels,  who  crowded  to  the  open  doors  of 
the  rooms,  looked  through  the  gratings  which 
bar  the  entrance  without  obstructing  the  view 
chattered,    and   moved   on.    General    Hobsr' 
stood   against    the    wall,  a    model    of    angry 
patience.     Cecilia    Boyson,    glancing    at    him 
with   a   laughing   eye,  said   in    Roger's  ear  : 
How  sad  it  is  that  your   wnde  dislikes  us 

''  Us  ?    What  you  do  mean  ?  " 

"That  he  hates  America  so.  Oh,  don't 
«ay  he  doesn't,  because  I've  watched  him  at 
•ne  two,  three  parties.  He  thinks  we're 
homd,  noisy,    vulgar    people,    with    most 
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unple^ant  voices,  and  he  thanks  God  for  the 
Atlantic— and  hopes  he  may  never  see  us 
again." 

"Well,  of  course,  if  you're  so  certain 
about  it,  there's  no  good  in  contradicting  you. 
Did  you  say  that  lady's  name  was  Floyd? 
Could  I  have  seen  her  last  week  in  New 
York  ? " 

"  Quite  possible.  Perhaps  you  heard  some- 
thing about  her  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Barnes,  after  thinking  a  mo- 
ment. "I  remember-— somebody  pointed  her 
out  at  the  opera." 

His  companion  looked  at  him  with  a  kind 
of  hard  amusement.  Cecilia  Boyson  was  only 
five-and-twenty,  but  there  was  already  some- 
thing in  her  that  foretold  the  formidable  old 
maid. 

"Well,  when  people  begin  upon  Daphne 
Floyd,"  she  said,  "they  generally  go  through 
with  it.    Ah  !  here  comes  Alfred." 

Captain  Boyson,  pushing  his  way  through 
the  throng,  announced  to  his  sister  and  General 
Hobson  that  he  had  found  the  curator  in  charge 
of  the  house,  who  sent  a  message  by  him  to 
the  effect  that  if  only  the  party  would  wait 
till  four  o'clock,  the  official  closing  hour,  he 
himself  would  have  great  pleasure  in  showing 
them  the  house  when  all  the  tourists  of  the 
day  had  taken  their  departure. 
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I      "Then,"  said  Miss  Floyd,  smiling  at  the 
^^  General,  "  let  us  go  and  sit  in  the  garden,  and 
feel  ourselves  aristocratic  and  superior.'* 

The  General's  brow  smoothed.     Voice  and 
Bmile  were  alike  engaging.    Their  owner  was 
not  exactly  pretty,   but  she  had  very  large 
iark  eyes,  and  a  small  glowing  face,  set  in  a 
profusion    of    hair.    Her    neck,    the    General 
thought,  was  the  slenderest  he  had  ever  seen, 
ind  the  slight  round  lines  of  her  form  spoke 
)f  youth   in   its  first   delicate  maturity.     He 
Mowed   her   obediently,    and    they   were    all 
Don  in  the  garden  again,  and  free  of  the  crowd, 
liss  Floyd  led  the  way  across  the  grass  with 
'le  General. 

"Ah!  now  you  will  see  the  General  will 
)egin  to  like  us,"  said  Miss  Boyson.  "  Daphne 
las  got  him  in  hand." 

Her    tone    was    slightly    mocking.    Barnes 
^bserved  the  two  figures  in  front  of  them,  and 
^marked  that  Miss  Floyd  had  a  "  very— well- 
very  foreign  look." 

"  Not  English,  you  mean  ?— or  American  ? 
/ell,  naturally.     Her  mother  was  a  Spaniard 
-a    South    American— from    Buenos    Ayres. 
that's  why  she  is  so  dark,  and  so  graceful." 

"  I  never  saw  a  prettier  dress."  said  Barnes, 
allowing  the  slight  figure  with  his  eyes.  "  It's 
"  simple." 

His  companion  laughed  again.    The  manner 
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of  the  laugh  puzzled  her  companion,  but,  juf;t 
as  he  was  about  to  put  a  question,  the  .Genera: 
and  the  young  lady  paused  in  front,  to  let  the 
rest  of  the  party  come  up  with  them.  Mis^ 
Floyd  proposed  a  seat  a  little  way  down  the' 
slope,  where  they  might  wait  the  half-hour 
appointed. 

That  half-hour  passed  quickly  for  all  con- 
cerned. In  looking  back  upon  it  afterwards 
two  of  the  party  were  conscious  that  it  had  all 
hung  upon  one  person.  Daphne  Floyd  sat 
beside  the  General,  who  paid  her  a  half-reluct- 
ant, half-fascinated  attention.  Without  any 
apparent  effort  on  her  part  she  became  indeed 
the  centre  of  the  group  who  sat  or  lay  on  the 
grass.  All  faces  were  turned  towards  her,  and 
presently  all  ears  listenevl  for  her  remarks. 
Her  talk  was  young  and  vivacious,  nothing 
more.  But  all  she  said  came,  as  it  were, 
steeped  in  personality,  a  personality  so  ener- 
getic, so  charged  with  movement  and  with 
action  that  it  arrested  the  spectators — ^not 
always  agreeably.  It  was  like  the  passage 
of  a  train  through  the  darkness,  when,  for 
the  moment,  the  quietest  landscape  turns  to 
fire  and  force. 

The  comparison  suggested  itself  to  Captaii. 
Boyson  as  he  lay  watching  her,  only  to  be 
received  with  an  inward  mockery,  half  bitter, 
half  amused.    This  girl  was  always  awakening 
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"in  him  these  violent  or  desperate  images.  Was 
it  her  fault  that  she  possessed  those  brilliant 
eyes— eyes,  as  it  seemed,  of  the  typical,  essential 
woman  ?— and  that  downy  brunette  skin,  with 
the  tinge  in  it  of  damask  red? — and  that 
instinctive  art  of  lovely  gesture  in  which  her 
whole  being  seemed  to  express  itself  ?  Boyson, 
who  was  not  only  a  rising  soldier,  but  an  ex- 
cellent amateur  artist,  knew  every  line  of  the 
face  by  heart.  He  had  drawn  Miss  Daphne 
from  the  life  on  several  occasions;  and  from 
memory  score,  of  times.  He  was  not  likely  to 
draw  her  from  Hfe  any  more ;  iand  thereby 
hung  a  tale.  As  far  as  he  was  concerned  the 
train  had  passed — in  flame  and  fury — Cleaving 
an  echoing  silence  behind  it. 

What  folly!  He  turned  resolutely  to  Mrs. 
Verrier,  and  tried  to  discuss  with  her  an  ex- 
hibition of  French  art  recently  opened  in 
Washington.  In  vain.  After  a  few  sentences, 
the  talk  between  them  dropped,  and  both  he 
and  she  were  once  more  watching  Miss  Floyd, 
and  joining  in  the  conversation  whenever  she 
chose  to  draw  them  in. 

As  for  Roger  Barnes,  he  too  was  steadily 
subjugated — up  to  a  certain  point.  He  was  not 
sure  that  he  liked  Miss  Floyd,  or  her  conversa- 
tion. She  was  so  much  mistress  of  herself 
and  of  the  company,  that  his  masculine  vanity 
occasionally  rebelled.    A  little  flirt  !— that  gave 
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should  so  take  «,p  fl  ."?  ""'-"  Sirl 

■umost ,  and  Cecilia  Boyson  held  hinT  But  if 
there  was  too  much  of  fh.  <■..       .    '  '  " 

in    Miss    Flovd    ^Lrl  e^mal  womanly" 

Cecilia  BoZf'  hIvJ"^  ""'  .»o»gh  in 
that  she  w^too  ty^^r  lI*T"  """ 
fact  talking  down  to  Wm  <:„  '  f  ?  *^  "" 
that  she  said  ^  i,  u  *"*  °^  **>«  *'^ngs 
iir    V  ^  t°  ""»  about  New  Ynrt  »,;-i 

Washwgton  puzzled  him  extremdv     ^h. 

culties  with   h^      f  ^     ^  "*°  Sreat  diffi- 

-  operl' ^  '"'  '  ^*  y°"  ^  New  York,  at  the 

iow^  W  vr  *Her?  t  ^*  ='"'^^'  ^' 

hai«  a   littk  "Siric^"    ft^riT"!'  T 
guard.  *^       '"^   O"    ^s 

to  me^^'  '  ^'^  ''''''■    You  were  pointed  out 

"  You  were  with  some  old  friends  of  min. 

I  suppose  they  gave  you  an  account  ofmT?" 

They  were  beginning  it;   but  then  Melba 
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began  to  sing,  and  some  horrid  people  in  the 
next  box  said  '  Hush  ! '  " 

She  studied  him  in  a  laughing  silence  a 
moment,  her  chin  on  her  hand,  then  said : 

"  That  is  the  worst  of  the  opera ;   it  stops 
so  much  interesting  conversation." 

"  You  don't  care  for  the  music  ?  " 
^^    "  Oh  I  am  a  musician  !  "  she  said  quickly. 
I  teach  It.    But  I  am  Hke  the  mad  King  o* 
Bavana— I  want  an  opera-house  to  myself* 
"You  teach  it  ?  "   he  said,  in  amazement. 
She  nodded,  smiling.     At  that  moment  a 
ben  rang.    Captain  Boyson  rose. 

"That's  the  signal  for  closing.    I  think  we 
ought  to  be  moving  up." 

They  strolled  slowly  towards  the  house 
watching  the  stream  of  excursionists  pour 
out  of  the  house  and  gardens,  and  wind  dowii 
the  hill ;  sounds  of  talk  and  laughter  filled  the 
air.  and  the  western  sun  touched  the  spring 
hats  and  dresses.  ^ 

"The  holidays  end  to-morrow."  said  Daphne 
Floyd  demurely,  as  she  walked  be^  ie  young 
Barnes.  And  she  looked  snuling  a  e  crowd 
ot  young  women,  as  though  claiming  soUdaritv 
with  them.  "^ 

A  teacher  ?  A  teacher  of  music  ?-with 
that  self-confidence-that  air  as  though  the 
world  belonged  to  her !  The  young  man  was 
greatly  mystified.    But   he   reminded  himself 
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that  he  was  in  a  democratic  country  where  all 
men—and  especially  aU  women—are  equal. 
Not  that  the  young  women  now  streaming  to 
the  steamboat  were  Miss  Floyd's  equals.  The 
notion  was  absurd.  AU  that  appeared  to  be 
true  was  that  Miss  Floyd,  in  any  circum  ^ances, 
would  be,  and  was,  the  equal  of  anybody. 

"  How  channing  your  friend  is !  "  he  said 
presently  to  Ceciha  Boyson,  as  they  hngered  on 
the  verandah,  waiting  for  the  curator,  in  a  scene 
now  deserted.  "  She  teUs  me  she  is  a  teacher 
of  music.'* 

Cecilia  Boyson  looked  at  him  m  amazement, 
and  made  him  repeat  his  remark.  As  he  did 
so,  his  uncle  called  him,  and  he  turned  away. 
Miss  Boyson  leant  against  one  of  the  piUars  of 
the  verandah,  shaking  with  suppressed  laughter. 

But  at  that  moment  the  curator,  a  gentle, 
grey-haired  man,  appeared,  shaking  hands  with 
the  General,  and  bowing  to  the  ladies.  He 
gave  them  a  little  discourse  on  the  house  and 
Its  history,  as  they  stood  on  the  verandah; 
and  private  conversation  was  no  longer  possible! 


CHAPTER   II 

A  SUDDEN  hush  had  fallen  upon  Mount  Vernon. 
From  the  river  below  came  the  distant  sounds 
of  the  steamer,  which,  with  its  crowds  safe  on 
board,  was  now  putting  off  for  Washington. 
But  the  lawns  and  paths  of  the  house,  and  the 
formal  garden  behind  it,  and  aU  its  simple 
rooms  upstairs  and  down,  were  now  given  back 
to  the  spring  and  silence,  save  for  this  last 
party  of  sightseers.  The  curator,  after  his 
preUminary  lecture  on  the  verandah,  took  them 
within;  the  railings  across  the  doors  were 
removed ;  they  wandered  in  and  out  as  they 
pleased. 

Perhaps,  however,  there  were  only  two 
persons  among  the  six  now  foUowing  the  curator 
to  whom  the  famous  place  meant  anything  more 
than  a  means  of  idling  away  a  warm  afternoon. 
General  Hobson  carried  his  white  head  proudly 
I  through  it,  saying  little  or  nothing.  It  was  the 
[house  of  a  man  who  had  wrenched  half  a  con- 
tment  from  Great  Britain;  the  English  Tory 
had  no  intention  whatever  of  bowing  the 
knee.    On  the  other  hand,  it  was  the  house 

I  L^r.^"'!?®''   ^^    *   gentleman,    representing 
I  old  English  traditions,   tastes,   and   manners. 
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No  modem  blatancy,  no  Yankee  smartness 
anywhere.  Simplicity  and  moderate  wealth 
combmed  with  culture.— witness  the  books  of 
the  library,— with  land-owning,  a  family  coach, 
and  church  on  Sundays:  these  things  the 
Englishman  understood.  Only  the  slaves  in 
the  picture  of  Mount  Vernon's  past,  were 
strange  to  him. 

They  stood  at  length  in  the  death-chamber, 
with  Its  low  white  bed,  and  its  balcony  over- 
looking the  river. 

"  This,  ladies,  is  the  room  in  which  General 
Washington  died."  said  the  curator,  patiently 
repeatmg  the  amiliar  sentence.  "It  is,  of 
course,  on  th  account  sacred  to  every  true 
American." 

He  bowe  as  head  instinctively  as  he  spoke. 
Ihe  General  looked  round  him  in  silence.  His 
eye  was  caught  by  the  old  hearth,  and  by  the 

n^'^J^^^J  **  ^^  ^^^  °^  ^*'  faring  the  letters 
G.W.  and  some  scroll  work.  There  flashed  into 
his  mmd  a  vision  of  the  December  evening  on 
which  Washington  passed  away,  the  flames 
flickenng  m  the  chimney,  the  winds  breathing 
round  the  house  and  over  the  snow-bound 
landscape  outside,  the  dying  man  in  that  white 
bed,  and  around  him.  hovering  invisibly  the 
generations  of  the  future. 

The  General's  patriotic  mind  was  not  aUoyed 
by  any  harassing  sense  of  humour;  he  therefore 
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finnly  reminded  himself  that  no  Englishman 
had  a  right  to  think  of  Washington  as  anything 
better  than  a  traitor  to  his  king  and  country ; 
yet  he  admitted  that  it  was  perhaps  natural  that 
Americans  should  consider  him  a  great  man. 

The  French  window  beside  the  bed  was 
thrown  open,  and  these  privileged  guests  were 
invited  to  step  on  to  the  balcony.  Daphne 
Floyd  was  landed  out  by  young  Barnes.  They 
hung  over  the  white  balustrade  together.  An 
evening  light  was  on  the  noble  breadth  of  river  ; 
its  surface  of  blue  and  gold  gleamed  through  the 
boughs  of  the  trees  which  girdled  the  house  ; 
blossoms  of  wild  cherry,  of  dogwood,  and  mag- 
nolia sparkled  amid  the  coverts  of  young  green. 

Roger  Barnes  remarked,  with  sincerity,  as 
he  looked  about  him,  that  it  was  a  very  pretty 
place,  and  he  was  glad  he  had  not  missed  it. 
Miss  Floyd  made  an  absent  reply,  being  in  fact 
occupied  in  studying  the  speaker.    It  was,  so 
to  speak,  the  first  tJme  she  had  reaUy  observed 
him;    and,    as   they   paused   on   the   balcony 
together,  she  was  suddenly  possessed  by  the 
same  impression  as  that  which  had  moUified  the 
General's  scolding  on  board  the  steamer.    He 
was  indeed  handsome,  the  young  Englishman ! 
—a  magnificent  figure  of  a  man,  in  height  and 
breadth  and  general  proportions ;   and  in  addi- 
tion, as  it  seemed  to  her,  possessed  of  an  absurd 
and  superfluous  beauty  of  feature.    What  does 
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a  man  want  with  such  good  looks  ?    This  was 
perhaps  the  girl's  first  instinctive  feeling.    She 
was.  indeed,  a  little  dazzled  by  her  new  com- 
panion, now  that  she  began  to  realise  him. 
As  compared  with  the  average  man  in  Wash- 
ington or  New  York,  here  was  an  exception- 
an  ApoUoI-for  she  too  thought  of  the  Sun- 
god     Miss   Floyd   could   not   remember   that 
she  had  ever  had  to  do  with  an  ApoUo  before  • 
young  Barnes,  therefore,  was  so  far  an  event' 
a  sensation.     In  the  opera-house  she  had  been 
vaguely  struck  by  a  handsome  face.    But  here, 

h.  i!  ^^^'l  °^  °"*^*^'  ^'"^  ^d  movement, 
he  seemed  to  her  a  physical  king  of  men  ;  and 
at  the  same  time,  his  easy  manner-which.  how- 
ever,  was  neither  conceited  nor  ill-bred-showed 
tarn  conscious  of  his  advantages. 

him  through  his  paces  a  little.    He  had  bin 

To^  K  """  .^°"^^  *°  *^«  "^^  Englifh 
world.  His  mother  was  a  Lady  Barnes;  his 
father,  she  gathered,  was  dead ;  and  he  was 
traveUmg,  no  doubt,  in  the  lordly  English  way 

outside,  before  he  settled  down  to  his  own  king- 
dom   and  the  ways  thereof.    She  envisaged  a 

scor^  that  she  had  seen  in  the  course  of  motor- 
ing through  England  the  year  before. 
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Meanwhile,  the  dear  young  man  was  evi- 
dently trying  to  talk  to  her,  without  too  much 
reference  to  the  gilt  gingerbread  of  this  world. 
He  did  not  wish  that  she  should  feel  herself 
carried  into  regions  where  she  was  not  at  home, 
so  that  his  conversation  ran  amicably  on  music! 
Had  she  learnt  it  abroad  ?    He  had  a  cousin 
who    had    been    trained    at    Leipsic ;     wasn't 
teaching  it  trying  sometimes— when  people  had 
no  ear  ?    Delicious  I    She  kept  it  up,  talking 
with  smile-  of  "  my  pupils  "  and  "  my  class  " 
while  they  wandered  after  the  others  upstairs 
to  the  dark  low-roofed  room  above  the  death- 
chamber,  where  Martha  Washington  spent  the 
last  years  of  her  Ufe,  in  order  that  from  the  high 
dormer  wmdow  she  might  command  the  tomb 
on  the  slope  below,  where  her  dead  husband  lay 
The  curator  told  the  w-M-known  story.    Mrs 
Vemer.  standing  beside  L  .1,  asked  some  ques^ 
tions,  showed  indeed  some  animation. 

"She  shut  herself  up  here  ?  She  lived  in 
this  garret  ?  That  she  might  always  see  the 
tomb  ?    That  is  really  true  ?  " 

Barnes,  who  did  not  remember  to  have  heard 
her  speak  before,  turned  at  the  sound  of  her 
voice,  and  looked  at  her  curiously.  She  wore 
an  expression— bitter  or  incredulous— which 
somehow,  amused  him.  As  they  descended 
agam  to  the  garden  he  communicated  his 
amusement— discreetly— to  Miss  Floyd. 
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Did  Mre.  Verrier  imply  that  no  one  who 
was  not  a  fool  could  show  her  grief  as  Mrs. 
Washington  did  ?    That  it  was,  in  fact,  a  sign 
^"J?  a  fool  to  regret  your  husband  ?  " 

uicki    ^^^  ^^  **"**  ^ "  ^^^  ^^^^  ^"^y^ 

"  Not  like  that,  of  course,  but " 

"Hiey  had  now  reached  the  open  air  again 

^Jid  found  themselves  crossing  the  front  court 
.ff.„^tf he'i-garden.    Daphne  Floyd  did  not 

wait  tiU  Roger  should  finish  his  sentence.    She 

turned  on  him  a  face  which  was  grave  if  not 

reproachful. 

"  J^PPOse  you  know  Mrs.  Verrier's  story  >  " 
Why   I  never  saw  her  before  I    I  hope  I 
haven  t  said  anything  I  oughtn't  to  have  said?  " 
Everybody  knows  it  here."  said  Daphne 
slowly.     ;.  M«.  Verrier  married  three  yeai. ^o 
She  marned  a  Jew-a  New  Yorker-who  Wd 
changed  his  name.     You  know  Jews  are  not  in 
Th  "'k?.'""  '.«>ciety  here.     But  Madeline 

M^^'a^'I  '"^^  ^°  ''  '  ^^«  ^^  i^  Jove  wi?h 
liim,  and  she  meant  to  be  able  to  do  without 
society.  But  she  couldn't  do  without  society  • 
and  presently  she  began  to  dine  out.  and  go  to 
parties  by  Wlf-he  urged  her  to.  Then,'aft  r 
a  bit,  people  didn't  ask  her  as  much  as  before  • 

to\"r i^'P '/"'  '^^  P^^P^^  ^S--  to  talk 
to  hmi  about  a  divorce-naturally  they  had 

been  against  her  marrying  him  all  along     He 
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said—as  they  and  she  pleased.  Then,  one  night 
about  a  year  ago,  he  took  the  train  to  Niagara 
—of  course  it  was  a  very  comirionplace  thing  to 
do— and  two  days  afterwards  he  was  found, 
thrown  up  by  the  whirlpool ;  you  know,  where 
all  the  suicides  are  found !  " 

Barnes  stopped  short  in  front  of  his  com- 
panion, his  face  flushing. 

"What  a  horrible  story!"    he  said,  with 
emphasis. 

Miss  Floyd  nodded. 

"  Yes,  poor  Madeleine  has  never  cot  over 
it." 

The  young  man  still  stood  riveted. 

"  Of  course  Mrs.  Verrier  herself  had  nothing 
to  do  with  the  talk  about  divorce  ?  " 

Something  in  his  tone  roused  a  combative 
instinct  in  his  companion.  She,  too,  coloured, 
and  drew  herself  up. 

"  Why  shouldn't  she  ?  She  was  miserable. 
The  marriage  had  been  a  great  mistake." 

"  And  you  allow  divoi-e  for  that  ?  "  said 
the  man,  wondering.  "  Oh.  of  course  I  know 
every  State  is  different,  and  some  States  are 
worse  than  others.  But,  somehow,  I  never 
came  across  a  case  like  that— first  hand- 
before." 

He  walked  on  slowly  beside  his  companion 
'.vho  held  herself  a  little  stiffly. 

"I   don't   know  why  you   should   talk   in 
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that  way, '  she  said  at  last,  breaking  out  in  a 
kind  of  resentment,  "  as  though  aU  our  American 
xaewsare^^ong!  Each  nation  arranges  these 
things  for  Itself.  You  have  the  laws  that  suit 
you ;    you  must  aUow  us  those  that  suit  us  " 

Barnes  paused  again,  his  face  expressing 
a  still  more  complete  astonishment. 

"  You  say  that  ?  "   he  said.    "  You  '  " 

"  And  why  not  ?  " 

.^a  ^.f  "t""].  ^°''  ^^  '°  y°^^^  •'  "  he  said, 
evidently  findmg  a  difficulty  in  putting  his 
impressions.  "  j  beg  your  pardon-I  ought 
not  to  tdk  about  it  at  aU.  But  it  was  so  odd 
that 

"  That  I  knew  anything  about  Mrs.  Verrier's 

T i  u.  'f  "^  ^"^  ^^°y^'  ^th  a  rather  un- 
comfortable laugh.  "  Well,  you  see,  American 
-rls   a^e   not   like   FngHsh   ones.    We   don't 

cend  not  to  know  what  everybody  knows." 

Of  course,"  said  Roger  hurriedly  •    "  but 

youjouldn't  think  it  a  fair  and  square  thing 

"  Think  what  ?  " 

"  Why,  to  marry  a  man,  and  then  talk  of 
divorcing  him  because  people  didn't  invite  you 
to  their  parties." 

"She  was  very  unhappy,"  said  Daphne 
stubbornly.  ^ 

"  Well,  by  Jove !  "    cried  the  young  man. 
she  doesn  t  look  very  happy  now  I  " 
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No,"  Miss  Floyd  admitted.  "  No.  There 
are  many  people  who  think  she'll  never  get 
over  it. 

"  WeU,  I  give  it  up."  The  ApoUo  shrugged 
his  handsome  shouldorb.  ''  You  say  it  was 
she  who  proposed  t< >  divorce  h'm  ? — ^yet  when 
the  wretched  man  leriioves  himself,  then  she 
breaks  her  heart !  " 

"  NaturaUy  she  didn't  mean  him  to  do  it 
in  that  way,"  said  the  girl  with  impatience. 
"  Of  course  you  misunderstood  me  entirely  !— 
entirely  /  "  she  added  with  an  emphasis  which 
suited  with  her  heightened  colour  and  evidently 
f  ruffled  feelings. 

Young  Barnes  looked  at  her  with  embarrass- 
ment.   What  a  queer,  hot-tempered  girl !    Yet 
there  was  something  in  her,  which  attracted 
him.    She  was  graceful  even  in  her  impatience. 
Her  slender  neck,  and  the  dark  head  upon  it. 
her  little  figure  in  the  white  muslin,  her  dainty 
^  arms  and  hands—these  points  in  her  delighted 
an  honest  eye,  quite  accustomed  to  appraise 
the  charms  of  women.    But,  by  George !    she 
;  took  herself  seriously,  this  little  music  teacher. 
The  air  of  wilful   conunand   about   her    the 
t  sharpness  with  which  she  had  just  rebuked*  him 
amazed  and  challenged  him. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  if  I  misunderstood  you  " 
I  he  said,  a  little  on  his  dignity ;  "  but  I  thought 
iyou "  ° 
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You  thougnt  I  sympathised  with  Mre. 
Vemer?  So  I  do;  though  of  course  I  am 
awfuUy  sorry  that  such  a  dreadful  thing 
happened.    But  you'll  find,  Mr.  Barnes,  that 

Amencan  girls "    The  colour  rushed  into 

her  sm^  ohve  cheeks.    "  WeU,  we  know  all 
about  the  old  ideas,  and  we  know  also   too 
weU  that  there's  only  one  life,  and  we  don't 
mean  to  have  that  one  spoilt.    The  old  notions 
of  mamage-your  English  notions,"  cried  the 
ffirl    facmg   him-"  make    it    tyranny  I    Why 
should  people  stay  together  when  they  see  it's 
a   nustake  ?    We   say   everybody   shall   have 
their  chance.    Anr^  not  one  chance  only,  but 
more  than  one.     People  find  out  in  marriage 
what    they    couldn't     find    out    before,    ^d 
so 

"You  let  them  chuck  it  just  when  they're 

K    .!'*•"    ^^"^^^^  ^^^-     "And  what 
about  the " 

"w'lT^^"'^'^^"'  "  '^^  ^ss  Floyd  calmly. 
WeU,  of  course,  that  has  to  be  very  carefullv 
considered.  But  how  can  it  do  children  any 
good  to  live  in  an  unhappy  home  ?  " 

"  Had  Mrs.  Verrier  any  children  ?  '* 

'•  Yes,  one  little  girl." 

"  I  suppoce  she  meant  to  keep  her  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  cour^." 

"  And  the  father  didn't  care  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  believe  he  did,"  said  Daphne  un- 
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wiUingly.    "  Yes,  that  was  very  sad.    He  was 
quite  devoted  to  her." 

"  And  you  think  that's  aU  right  ?  "  Barnes 
looked  at  his  companion,  sniiling. 

"  WeU,  of  course,  it  was  a  pity,"  she  said, 
with  fresh  impatience ;  "  I  admit  it  was  a  pity. 
But  then,  why  did  she  ever  marry  nirn  ? 
That  was  the  horrible  mistake." 

''  I  suppose  she  thought  she  liked  him." 
"Oh,  it  was  he  who  was  so  desperately  in 
love  with  her.    He  plagued  her  into  doing  it. ' 

"  Poor  devil  I  "  said  Barnes  heartily.  "  All 
right,  we're  coming." 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to  General 
Hobson,  waving  to  them  from  the  kitchen- 
garden.  They  hurried  on  to  join  the  curator, 
who  took  the  party  for  a  stroll  round  some  of 
the  fields  over  which  George  Washmgton,  in 
his  early  marrier'  ^  was  accustomed  to  ride 
m  summer  and  r  dawns,   inspecting  his 

negroes,  his  plantation,  and  his  bams.  The 
grass  in  these  southern  fields  was  already  high  • 
there  were  shining  fruit-trees,  blossom-laden' 
m  an  orchard  copse ;  and  the  white  dogwood 
glittered  in  the  woods. 

For  two  people  to  whom  the  traditions  of 
the  place  were  dear,  this  quiet  walk  through 
Washu-Tton's  land  had  a  charm  far  beyond 
that  ot  tiie  reconstructed  interior  of  the  house 
Here  were  things  unaltered  and  unalterable, 
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boundaries,  tracks,  woods,  haunted  still  bv 
the  ^e  of  the  young  master  and  bridegroom 
who  brought  Patsy  Curtis  there  in  1759^" 
the  grey-haired  curator  every  foot  of  them 

7^  T'"^  '^^  *'™^"-'  ^^  '^^  these  fields 
and  the  records  of  them  better  than  any  detail 
of  his  own  personal  affairs;   for  years  now  he 

«lf  *K   t   "  '^r*  ****•  Washington,  through 
an  the  hours  of  the  Mount  Vemc    .•     •   Ws 
We  was  ruled  by  one  great  ghost,  so  that  e'very- 
thmg  ^tual  was  comparatively  dim.    Boyson 
too,  a  fine  soldier  and  a  fine  inteUigence,  had  a 
nund  stored  with  Washingtoniana.    Eve^  now 
and  then  he  and  the  curator  feU  back  on  each 
others  company.    They  knew  wel'  that  the 
others  were  not  worthy  of  their  opportmuty  • 
although  General  Hobson,  seeing  tZ  most  o 
the  memories  touched  belonged  to  a  oeriod 
before  the  Revolution,  obeyi  the  dictate  0I 
politeness,  and  made  amends  for  his  tacitumitv 
indoors  by  a  talkative  vein  outside.  ^ 

Captam  S03  son  was  not,  however,  whoUv 
occupied    with    history   or   reminiscence.    H^ 

that  the  General's  good-looking  nephew  and 
M^  Daphne  Floyd  were  intefested  in  e^h 

^v  „  tr^'T"-    ^'"  **y  J°««J  the 
party  m  the  garden  it  seemed  to  him  that  thev 

had  been  disputing     Miss  Daphne  was  flushed 
and  a  little  snappish  when  spoken  to ;  and  the 
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young  man  looked  embarrassed.    But  presentiv 
he  saw  that  they  gravitated  to  each  other,  and 
that,  whatever  chance  combination  might  be 
formed  dunng  the  walk,  it  always  ended  for  a 
time  m  the  flight  ahead  of  the  two  figures,  the 
girl   m    the   rose-coloured    sash   and  the   tall 
handsome   youth.    Towards   the   end   of   the 
walk  they  became  separated  from  the  rest  of 
the    party,    and    only    arrived    at    the  little 
station  just  m  time  before  the  cars  started 
On  this  occasion  again,  they  had  been  clearly 
argmng  and  disagreeing ;   and  Daphne  had  the 
air  of  a  rufiied  bird,  her  dark  eyes  ghtterine 
her  mouth  set  in  the  obstinate  lines  that  Boyson 
knew  by  heart.    But  again  they  sat  together 
m  the  car  and  talked  and  sparred  aU  the  way 
home ;   while  Mrs.  Verrier,  in  a  comer  of  the 
carnage,  shut  her  hoUow  eyes,  and  laid  her 
thm  hands  one  over  the  other,  :jid  in  her  purple 
draperies  made  a  picture  d  la  Milisande  which 
was  not  lost  upon  her  companions.    Boyson's 
mind  registered  a  good  many  grim  or  terse 
comments,    as  occasionally  he   found   himself 
watchmg  this  lady.    Scarcely  a  year  sinceTa 
hideous  business  at  Niagara,  and  here  she  was 
m   that   extravagant   dress!    He   wished   his 
sister  wodd  not  make  a  friend  of  her,  and  tha 
Daphne  Floyd  saw  less  of  her.    Miss  DaphLe 
had  quite  Plough  bees  in  her  own  bomiet  without 
adoptmg  Mrs.  Verrier's. 
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Meanwhfle,  it  was  the  General  who,  on  the 
reton  jornney,  was  made  to  serve  ^iss  Con's 
fa  a  Z"""^F^^y-    Sh«  '°°''  P»=«^on  omn 

ments  in  Washington,  his  particular  friers 
te  opmion  of  the  place  and  the  peoplf^th 

a  mlh""*  T''""^  *'^*  ^'^  '"ore  C 
dew  The  r''  ^"Slishman's  fastmcts  7l 
hiWlf  '^f"*''^  <"<^  "°t  mean  to  give 

vereahon  Miss  Boyson  felt  hereelf  more  and 
more  nchly  provided  with  materials  Z  safe 
at  the  expense  of  England  and  the  Endish 

onaescension.    She  was  a  clever  though  tire- 
iX^   Th?'    '^"flP^^^  hei^elf  Ist^ 

^i  oenerai  Hobson  in  her  next  Jpff*>r 
to  an  mtmiate  friend,  which  should  be  a  ma^  !r 

hr!^   ■.    u       ^^''^  '""  a  f"U  history  of  her 

j;   w  uie  sister,  and  that  she  talkivl  uri+K 
feeUng.    And  finally  she  asked  hi^  S  s2 
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whether  he  admired  Miss  Floyd.  The  General 
who  had  m  fact  been  observing  Miss  Floyd  and 
his  nephew  with  some  Uttle  uneasiness  during 
the  preceding  half-hour,  replied  guaidedly  that 
Miss  Floyd  was  pretty  and  picturesque,  and 
apparently  a  great  talker.  Was  she  a  native 
of  Washington  ? 

"You    never    heard    of    Miss    Floyd  ?— of 
Daphne  Floyd  ?    No  ?    Ah,  weU  !  "-and  she 
laughed—"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  take  it  as  a 
compliment,  of  a  kind.    There  are  so  many 
nch  people  now  in  this  queer  country  of  ours 
that  even  Daphne  Floyds  don't  matter." 
"  Is  Miss  Floyd  so  tremendously  rich  ?  " 
General  Hobson  turned  a  quickened  coun- 
tenance upon  her,  expressing  no  more  than  the 
interest  felt  by  the  ordinary  man  in  all  societies 
•-more  strongly,  perhaps,  at  the  present  day 
than  ever  before— in  the  mere  fact  of  money 
But  Miss  Boyson  gave  it  at  once  a  personal 
meanmg.  and  set  herself  to  play  on  what  she 
scornfully  supposed  to  be  the  cupidity  of  the 
Englishman.    She  produced,  indeed,  a  full  and 
particular  account  of  Daphne  Floyd's  parentage 
possessions,  and  prospects,   during  which  the 
General's   countenance   represented   him   with 
pat  fideUty.    A  trace  of  recalcitrance  at  the 
^gimimg— for  it  was  his  opinion  that  Miss 
Boyson.   Uke  most   American   women,  talked 
decidedly  too  much— gave  way  to  close  atten- 
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tiro,  then  to  astonishment,  and  finaUy  to  a 
^  ammated  observation  of  Miss  Hovd's 
slender  person  as  she  sat  a  yardTtwo  frl 
him  on  the  other  side  of  the  c=^'  Ct 
frownmg  or  chattering  with  Roger.     ^     ^■ 

of  it  ^f'^t  ^I  ^'^  ^'^  «•«  management 

hta  tL     xTl.?*  '»"*•  '■"  »  tone  *hich  did 
ftim   credit.    He   hmiself   had   lost   an   nnl„ 

faslu^^ed  viejys  as  to  the  helplessness  of  women. 
^But   CecJia  Boyson   agam  mism,de.^tood 

"  Oh.  yes  I "    she  said,  with  a  cool  smile 
M^^'p'?  r"^  ''  '"  ^"^  °^  hands-ev^ytS  i 

.oof  o^^t^ -drat  S"tS- 

Srwith''"tf^  T  -^-  o'  5hne"f 
dea^mgs  mth  the  male  sex.    It  had  been  a 

Sleepmg   Beau<y  story  so   far.    Treasure   for 

the  wmnmg-a  thorn  hedge-and  slain  ^1 

The  handsome  Englishman  would  try  i    next' 

no  doubt.     All  young  English«en,^aceo"rg 

heir^"M^rt*'V°°'-°"'   'o-^AmS 
neiresses.    Music  teacher  indeed  I    She  would 

tiZ'SlT  "  ^  '^'^  *°  >>«"  the  conv^a 

b^kel,;"'  ""^^  ^'^  -p''-  -.•-  the  ;^; 

The  General  and  yomig  Barnes  made  their 
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farewells  at  the  railway  station,  and  took  their 
way  on  foot  to  their  hotel.  Washington  was 
steeped  in  sunset.  The  White  House,  as  they 
passed  It.  glowed  amid  its  quiet  trees.  Lafayette 
Square,  with  its  fountains  and  statues,  its  white 
and  pink  magnolias,  its  stroUing.  chatting 
crowd,  the  fronts  of  the  houses,  the  long  vista! 
of  trca-hned  avenues,  the  street  cars,  the  houses. 

h!  "^  J;  i^^i  :^'  ^P"^^  ^d  stances  of 
the  beautifid,  leisurely  place-they  saw  them 
rosily  transfigured  under  a  departing  sun, 
which  throughout  the  day  had  been  weaving 
the  qmck  speUs  of  a  southern  spring 

"  Jolly  weather !  "  said  Roger,  looking  about 
mm.  And  a  very  nice  afternoon.  How  lon^ 
are  you  staying  here.  Uncle  Archie  ?  " 

"  I  ought  to  be  off  at  the  end  of  the  week  • 

VnrW  T""^  ^''^  ""^^  *°  &^*  b^^k  to  New 

/u  ft        ^^^'  y°"  ^^^^^  to  be  getting  on 
with  that  young  lady  ?  "  ^      ^ 

The  General  turned  a  rather  troubled  eye 
upon  his  companion.  ^ 

';  She  wasn't  bad  fun,"  said  the  young  man 
graciously;  "but  rather  an  odd  Uttle  fhi^^^ 
We  quarrelled  about  eveiy  conceivable  subject. 
And  Its  queer  how  much  that  kind  of  girl 
seems   to   go   about   in   America.      She   g^ 

everywhere  and  knows  everything.     I  wondS 
how  she  manages  it."  ^  ^' 

"  ^^^*  ^^  of  girl  do  you  suppose  she  is  ?  » 
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!?-^  **»f  General,  stopping  suddenly  in  the 
middle  of  Lafayette  Square. 

"She  told  me  she  taught  singing."  said 
Roger,  ma  puzzled  voice,  "to  a  class  of  girls 
m  New  /ork."  ^ 

The  General  laughed. 

"  She  seems  to  have  made  a  fool  of  you.  my 

Roger's  face  expressed  a  proper  astonish- 
ment. 

iJ'^V  *^**''  '*'  '^'^^  ^  *^°"ght  once  or 
twice  there  was  something  fishy-she  was  trying 
It  on.     Who  told  you  ?  " 

The  General  retailed  his  information.    Miss 

Daphne  Floyd  was  the  orphan  daughter  of  an 

enonnoui?v  rich  and  now  deceased  lumber-king 

c.  the  S^x.e  of  lUinois.    He  had  made  vast 

sums  by  lumbering,  and  then  invested  in  real 

estate  m  Chicago  and  Buffalu.  not  to  speak  of 

a  railway  or  two,  and  had  finally  left  his  daughter 

and  on^y  cluld  m  possession  of  a  fortune  generaUy 

estimated  at  more  than  a  million  sterling     The 

money  was  now  entirely  in  the  girl's  power.'    Her 

flT^TJ^^'^J^"  ''"*  ^^°^*  th«^  business, 
though  Miss  Floyd  was  pleased  occasionaUy  to 
consult  them.  Mrs.  Phillips,  her  chaperon,  had 
not  much  mfluence  with  her;  and  it  was 
supposed  that  Mrs.  Verrier  advised  her  more 
tnan  anyone  else. 
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"Good  heavens  I"  was  all  that  youne 
Barnes  could  find  to  say  when  the  story  was 
told.  He  walked  on  absently,  flourishing  his 
stick,  his  face  working  under  the  stress  of 
amused  meditation.  At  last  he  broucht 
out :  ** 

"  You  know,  Uncle  Archie,  if  you'd  heard 
some  of  the  things  Miss  Floyd  was  saying  to 
me,  your  hair  would  have  stood  on  end." 

The  Genera^  raised  his  shouldere. 

"I  dare  say.  I'm  too  old-fashioned  for 
Amenca.  The  sooner  I  clear  out  the  better. 
Theu-  newspapers  make  me  sick ;  I  hate  the 
hotels-I  hate  the  cooking ;  and  there  isn't  a 
nation  in  Europe  I  don't  feel  myself  more  at 
home  with." 

Roger    laughed    his    clear,    good-tempered 
laugh.     "Oh!    I  don't  feel  that  way  at  all 
I    get    on    with    them    capitally.    They're    a 
magnificent  people.    And,   as  to  Miss  Floyd, 
I  didn't  mean  anything  bad,  of  course.     Only 
the  ideas  some  of  the  girls  here  have,  and  the 
way  they  discuss  them— weU,  it  beats  me  I  " 
"  What  sort  of  ideas  ?  " 
Roger's   handsome   brow  puckered   in   the 
effort  to  explain.     "  They  don't  think  anything's 
^^led,  you  know,   as  we  do  at  home.    Miss 
Floyd  doesn't.    Th:y  think  they^ve  got  to  settle 
a  lot  of  things  that  English  girls  don't  trouble 
about  because  they're  ja^t  told  to  do  'em   or 
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aim*  r'^°  '*"'  ^  *"*'  •*"'''*  *'"'*  ^°°^  ^'«'' 

hatched  different.'  "  said  the  Genera!:  who  was 
an  adnrurer  of  George  Eliot;  "that's  what 
theydhke,  eh?    Pooh  I    That's  when  they're 

J'l?""^'  .}^*^  ^"^^^  *'°*"'  "''e  aU  the  rest  of 
the  world. 

Barnes  shook  his  head.  "  But  they  are 
hatching  ,t  over  again.  You  meet  people  here 
m  society  you  couldn't  meet  at  home.  And 
It  s  aU  nght.    The  law  backs  them  up." 

"  You're  talking  about  divorce  !  "  said  the 
General.  "Aye!  it's  astounding!  The  tales 
one  hears  m  the  smoking-room  after  dinner ! 
In  Wyoming,  apparently,  six  months'  residence 
and  there  you  are.  You  prove  a  little  cruelty.' 
the  husband  makes  everything  perfectly  easy 

Well  they  11  pay  for  it,  my  dear  Roger-they'll 
pay  for  it.  Nobody  ever  yet  trifled  with  the 
marnage  law  with  impunity." 

him^^^  ^''^'■^  °^  *^^  o^d  miui's  bearing  became 

^^    Through  Roger's  mind  the  tliought  flashed : 
Poor  dear   Uncle  Archie!    If  he'd   been   a 
New  Yorker  he'd  never  have  put  up  with  Amit 
Lavima  for  thirty  years  !  " 

They  turned  into  their  hotel,  and  ordered 
dinner  m  an  hour's  time.    Roger  found  some 
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English  letters  waiting  for  him,  and  carried 
them  off  to  his  room.    He  opened  his  mother's 
first.    Lady  Barnes  wrote  a  large  and  straggling 
hand,  which  required  many  sheets  and  much 
postage.    It  might  have  been  observed  that 
her  son  looked  at  the  sheets  for  a  minute,  with 
a  certain  distaste,  before  he  began  upon  them. 
Yet  he  was  deeply  attached  to  his  mother,  and 
it  was  from  her  letters  week  by  week  that  he 
took  his  marching  orders.     If  she  only  wouldn't 
ride  her  ideas  quite  so  hard;    if  she  would 
sometimes  leave  him  alone  to  act  for  himself  I 
Here  it  was  again— the  old  story : 
"Don't  suppose  I  put  these  things  before 
you  on  my  account.    No,  indeed ;    what  does 
it  matter  what  happens  to  me  ?    It  is  when  I 
think  that  you  may  have  to  spend  your  whole 
life  as  a  clerk  in  a  bank,  unless  you  rouse  your- 
self  now— (for    you    know,    my   dear    Roger, 
thougli  you  have  very  good  wits,  you're  not 
as  frightfully  clever  as  people  have  to  be  nowa- 
days)—that  I  begin  to  despair.     But  that  is 
entirely  in  yoiu-  own  hands.     You  have  wl.at  is 
far  more  valuable  than  cleverness— you  have  a 
delightful  disposition,  and  you  are  one  of  the 
handsomest  of  men.    There  !  of  course,  I  know 
you  wouldn't  let  me  say  it  to  you  in  your 
presence ;  but  it's  true  all  the  same.    Any  girl 
should  be  proud  to  marry  you.    There  are  plenty 
of  rich  giris  in  America ;   and  if  you  play  your 
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«^  properly  you  ^  „^e  her  and  younself 
nappy.    The  granunar  of  that  is  not  quite  right 
but  you  understand  me.    Find  a  ni^  girff^of 
course  a  »«.  girl-^dth  a  fortune  large  ^^h 

doesn  t  matter  about  me.  You  wiU  pay  my  rent 

I  K  f  J,:  !!"^  '"^P  "•*  *^°"6''  ^hen  I  want 
L  ^  ^u^?  "°*^e-  The  point  is,  that  I 
cannot   submit   to   your   career   being    spoil 

Y^"m„r^?°°'  ^'''^'^'  ""^  tapmdLe. 
You  must  retrieve  yourself-you  must.  No- 
body IS  anything  nowadays  in  the  world  without 
money ;  yon  know  that  as  weU  as  I  do  And 
b^des  there  is  another  reason.  C  hte 
go   to  fo^et  the  afiair  of  last  spring,  to  pTu 

wh^tr.w"^"  ^°^-  *°  *°^  "■''^hoSid  vCaL 
who  threw  you  over  that  you  will  make  your 
Me  a  suc^  m  spite  of  her.    Rouse  you4lf 
my  dear  Roger,  and  do  your  best.    I  ]^^; 
now  you  have  forwarded^««  my  mtro^S 

vT  ^rj"""  "PPort'mity.  and  I  must  say 
you  wd^  be  a  great  fool  if  you  don't  use  it 
A,  use  It  my  dear  boy,  for  my  sake,    I  am  a  ve^; 
unhappy  woman ;  but  you  might,  if  you  woulZ 
brmg  back  a  little  brightness  1o  my  We  " 

sat  fo™?"^  "'"'  ***'  '■=««'•  yornig  Barnes 
sat  for  some  tune  m  a  brown  study  on  the  edee 
rf  h^  bed.  The  letter  contained  oinly  oj^e 
repewion  of  counsels  that  had  been  dinnedZo 
lus  ears   for  months-ahnost   ever  since   the 
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financial  crash  which  had  foUowed  his  father's 
death,  and  the  crash  of  another  sort,  concerning 
himself,   which  had  come  so  quick  upon  it. 
His  thoughts  returned,  as  they  always  did  at 
some  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  to  the  "  horrid 
woman."    Yes,  that  had  hit  him  hard  •    the 
lad's  heart  stiU  throbbed  with  bitterness  'as  he 
thought  of  it.    He  had  never  felt  anything  so 
much ;   he  didn't  believe  he  should  ever  mind 
anything  so  much  again.    "  I'm  not  one  of  your 
sentimental  sort."  he  thought,  half  congratulat- 
ing hunself,    half   in   self-contempt.    But   he 
could  not  get  her  out  of  his  head ;  he  wondered 
If  he  ever  should.    And  it  had  gone  pretty  far 
too.    By  Jove  I    that  night  in  the  orchard  !- 
when  she  had  kissed  him  and  thrown  her  arms 
round  his  neck  I    And  then  to  write  him  that 
letter  when  things  were  at  their  woret.     She 
might  have  done  the  thing  decently.    Have 
treated  a  feUow  kindly  at  least.    Well,  of  course 
It  was  all  done  with.    Yes.  it  te;as.    Done  with  ! 
r.  ^\?°*  "P  ^^  began  to  pace  his  small 
room,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,   thinking  of 
the  night  m  the  orchard.    Then  gradually  the 
tn'^y^'^u^'  ^^  ^^  *^^^gh*s  P«^d  away 
eaUv  m  J^S.  ^^'*  "**^^  ^^^^  ^'  had 

had  not  been  duU  for  a  moment ;  she  had  teased 
and  provoked  him  so.  Her  eyes  too  ^ 
wonderfully   pretty,    and    her  Tmlu,   poiT^^^ 
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chm.  and  her  witch-like  imperious  ways.  Was 
It  her  money,  the  sense  that  she  could  do  as 
^e  liked  with  most  people,  that  made  her  so 
dommeenng  and  masterful  ?  Very  likely.  On 
the  journey  he  had  put  it  down  just  to  a  natural 
and  very  surprising  impudence.  That  was 
when  he  believed  that  she  was  a  teacher,  earning 
her  bread.  But  the  impudence  had  not  pre- 
vented him  from  finding  it  much  more  amusing 
to  talk  to  her  than  to  anybody  else. 

And,  on  the  whole,  he  thought  she  had  not 
disliked  him.  though  she  had  said  the  rudest 
things  to  him,  and  he  had  retaUated.  She  had 
asked  him,  indeed,  to  join  them  in  an  excursion 
the  foUowing  day,  and  to  tea  at  the  Country 
Club.  He  had  meant,  if  possible,  to  go  '^ack 
to  New  York  on  the  morrow.    But  perhaps  a 

day  or  two  longer 

So  she  had  a  million— the  little  sprite  ?  She 
was  and  would  be  a  handful !— with  a  fortune 
or  without  it.  And  possessed  also  of  the  most 
extraordinary  opinions.  But  he  thought  he 
would  go  on  the  excursion,  and  to  the  Country 
Club.  He  began  to  fold  his  mother's  letter, 
and  put  it  back  into  its  envelope,  while  a  slight 
flush  mounted  m  his  cheeks,  and  the  young 
mouth  that  was  still  so  boyish  and  candid  took 
a  stiffer  line. 


i 


CHAPTER  III 

"  Is  Miss  Floyd  at  home  ?  " 

The  questioner  was  Mrs.  Verrier,  who  had 
just  alighted  from  her  carriage  at  tie  d^r  rf 

J^liS^'^fu"""^'*  ^^«""«  '"habited  by 
Miss  Floyd  and  her  chaperon. 

The  maM  replied  that  Miss  Floyd  had  not 
yet  returned,  but  had  left  a  mess^  beggW 
Mrs.  Verner  to  wait  for  her.    Thelisitor  w^ 

r^'Lf''"''  '°  '''  '^awing.room'r 
This  room,  the  staircase,  the  maid,  aU  bore 
witness  to  Miss  Floyd's  simpUcity-hS  t^ 
Ronmey  dress  of  Mount  Vemon.  The  colour 
of  the  walls  and  the  hangings,  the  Imes  of  the 
fun,.ture,  were  aU  subdued,  even  a  Uttle  ai^ter^ 
ymet  greens  and  blues,  mingled  with  while' 
showed  the  artistic  mind  ;  the  chaiTLtSS 

rL^ttln"*   '*'''   '?''  straight-legg"  .  "t 

Z  L  f-,^  'V/'  architecture  of  the  house ; 
«ie  beautiful  self-coloured  carpet  was  indeed 

wo^H  h       '^'*-    Altogether,  the  room,  one 
wou^d  have  said,  of  any  bourse  m>yenne\^h 
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an  eye  for  beauty.  Fine  photographs  also,  of 
Italian  and  Dutch  pictures,  suggested  travel, 
and  struck  the  cultivated  cosmopolitan  note. 

Mrs.  Verrier  looked  round  it  with  a  smile. 
It  was  all  as  tmpretending  as  the  maid  who 
ushered  her  upstai"*  D2^<hne  ./ould  have  no 
men-servants  in  I  c  employ.  What  did  two 
ladies  want  with  them,  in  a  democratic  country  ? 
But  Mrs.  Verrier  happened  to  know  that  Daphne's 
maidservants  were  just  as  costly  in  their 
degree  as  the  drawing-room  carpet.  Chosen  for 
her  in  London  with  great  care,  attracted  to 
Washington  by  enormous  wages,  these  numerous 
damsels  played  their  part  in  the  general  "  sim- 
plicity "  effect ;  but  on  the  whole  Mrs.  Verrier 
believed  that  Daphne's  household  was  rather 
more  expensive  than  that  of  other  rich  people 
who  employed  men. 

She  walked  through  the  room,  looking 
absently  at  the  various  photographs  and  engrav- 
ings, till  her  attention  was  excited  by  an  easel 
and  a  picture  upon  it  in  the  back  drawing- 
room.  She  went  up  to  it  with  a  muttered 
exclamation. 

"  So  she  bought  it  I     Daphne's  amazing  1  *; 

For  what  she  saw  before  her  was  a  master- 
piece— an  excessively  costly  masterpiece — 
of  the  Florentine  school,  smuggled  out  of 
Italy,  to  the  wrath  of  the  Italian  Government, 
some  six  months  before  this  date,  and  since  then 
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!r*&^t  f r"^  taowledge.  Rumour  had  given 
ilf^f  »  weU-lmown  coUection  at  Boston  • 
^  to  another  at  Philadelphia;  yet  here  it 
«^m  the  possession  of  a  girl  of  two-and- 
twnty  <rf  whom  the  great  world  was  just- 
but  orfy  )nst-beginning  to  talk.  ' 

How  Uke  Daphne  I  "  thought  her  friend 
^»Ith  mahce.    The   "simple"  r^m,   and  the 
priceless  picture  carelessly  placed  i^  a  corner 
of  It  lest  any  one  should  reaUy  suppose  that 
Daphne  Floyd  was  an  ordinary  mortS 

Mrs.  Vemer  sat  down  at  last  in  a  chair 
fronting  the  picture  and  let  herself  fall  mto  a 

Mack  ostnch  feathers  were  fastened  mider  her 
chm  by  a  diamond  that  sparkled  in  the  diii, 
gre^iish  light  of  the  drawing-room ;  the  feathers 
of  the  hat  were  miusuaUy  large  and  drooping  • 

^^^V"^  ^^^y  ™""''  the  thin  neck  and 
long,  hollow-eyed  face,  so  that  its  ivory  whiteness 
Its  fatigue,  its  fretful  beauty,  wer7framSl' 
and  emphasised  by  them ;  her  bloodless  hands 
lay  upon  her  lap,  and  the  folds  of  the  sweeping 
dre^  drawn  romid  her  showed  her  slendemess 
or  rather-her  emacia:.on.    Two  yeare  before 
«us  date  Madeleine  Verrier  had  b^a^eat 
beauty,  and  she  had  never  yet  reconcUcd  herself 
to  physical  l<»s«s  which  were  but  the  outward 
and  vwMe  sign  of  losses  "far  more  dee^ 
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interfused."  As  she  sat  apparently  absorbed 
in  thought  before  the  picture,  she  moved,  half 
consciously,  so  that  she  could  no  longer  see 
herself  in  a  mirror  opposite. 

Yet  her  thoughts  were  in  truth  much  engaged 
with  Daphne  and  Daphne's  proceedings.  It 
was  now  nearly  three  weeks  since  Roger  Barnes 
had  appeared  on  the  horizon.  General  Hobson 
had  twice  postponed  his  departure  for  England, 
and  was  still  "  enduring  hardness  "  in  a  Wash- 
ington hotel.  Why  his  nephew  should  not  be 
allowed  to  manage  his  courtship,  if  it  was  a 
courtship,  for  himself,  Mrs.  Verrier  did  not 
understand.  There  was  no  love  lost  between 
herself  and  the  General,  and  she  made  much 
mock  of  him  in  her  talks  with  Daphne.  How- 
ever, there  he  was ;  and  she  could  only  suppose 
that  he  took  the  situation  seriously  and  felt 
bound  to  watch  it  in  the  interests  of  the  young 
man's  absent  mother. 

Was  it  serious  ?  Certainly  Daphne  had 
been  committing  herself  a  good  deal.  The 
question  was  whether  she  had  not  been  com- 
mitting herself  more  than  the  young  man  had 
been  doing  on  his  side.  That  was  the  astonish- 
ing part  of  it.  Mrs.  Verrier  could  not  sufl&ciently 
admire  the  skill  with  which  Roger  Barnes  had 
so  far  played  his  part ;  could  not  sufficiently 
ridicule  her  own  lack  of  insight,  which  at  her 
first  meeting  with  him  had  pronounced  him 
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stupid.  Stupid  he  might  be  in  the  sense  that 
It  was  of  no  use  to  expect  from  him  the  kind 
of  tdk  on  books,  pictures,  and  firet  principles 
which  prevailed  in  Daphne's  circle.  But  Mrs 
Vemer  thought  she  had  seldom  come  across  a 
finer  sense  of  tactics  than  young  Barnes  had 
so  far  displayed  in  his  dealings  with  Daphne. 
If  he  went  on  as  he  had  begun,  the  probability 
was  that  he  would  succeed. 

Did  she,   Madeleine  Verrier,   wish  him   to 
succeed  ? 

Daphne  had  grown  tragicaUy  necessary  to 
her,  m  this  world  of  American  society— that  sec- 
tion of  it,  at  any  rate,  in  which  she  desired  to 
move,   where   the  widow  of   Leopold   Verrier 
was  always  conscious  of  the  blowing  of  a  cold 
and   hostile   breato.    She   was   not   excluded, 
but  she  was  not  welcome ;   she  was  not  ostra- 
cised   but  she  had  lost  consideration.    There 
had  been  something  picturesque  and  appealing 
in  her  husband ;    something  unbearably  tragic 
m  the  manner  of  his  death.    She  had  braved 
It  out  by  staying  in  America,  instead  of  losing 
herself  m  foreign  towns ;   and  she  had  thereby 
proclamjed  that  she  had  no  guilty  sense  of 
responsibihty,   no  burden  on  her   ccmscience; 
tnat  she  had  only  behaved  as  a  thousand  other 
women  would  have  behaved,  and  without  any 
cruel  mtention  at  aU.    But  she  knew  aU  tii 
same  that  the  spectators  of  what  had  happened 
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held  her  for  a  cruel  woman,  and  that  there  were 
•.many  and  those  the  best,  who  saw  her  come 
with  distaste,  and  go  without  regret ;  and  it 
was  under  that  knowledge,  in  spite  of  indomit- 
able pnde,  that  her  beauty  had  withered  in  a 
year. 

And  at  the  moment  when  the  smart  of 
what   had   happened   to  her—personaUy   and 
soaaUy-was  at  its  keenest;    when,  after  a 
senes  of  quarrels,   she  had  separated  herself 
trom  the  unperious  mother  who  had  been  her 
evil  gemus  throughout  her  marriage,  she  had 
made  friends,  unexpectedly,  owing  to  a  chance 
meeting    at    a    picture-gaUery.    with    Daphne 
i^ioyd.    Some  element  in  Daphne's  nature  had 
attracted  and  disarmed  her.    The  proud,  fas- 
tidious woman  had  given  the  girl   her   confi- 
dence— eagerly,     indiscriminately.       She     had 
poured  out  upon  her  aU  that  wild     hilosophy 
of      rights "  which  is  still  strugglilig  in  the 
modem  mind  with  a  crumbling  ethic  and  a 
vanishing    religion.    And    she    had    found    in 
Daphne  a  warm  and  passionate  aUy.    Daphne 
was  nothing  if  not  "  advanced."    She  shrank 
as  Roger  Barnes  had  perceived,  from  no  ques- 
tion .•  she  had  never  been  forbidden,  had  never 
forbidden  herself,   any  book  that  she  had  a 
fancy  to  read ;  and  she  was  as  ready  to  discuss 
toe  relative  divorce  laws  of  Massachusetts  and 
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were  to  talk  of  the  fashions,  or  "  EvangeUne." 
In  any  disputed  case,  moreover,  between  a  man 
and  a  woman  Daphne  was  hotly  and  instinc- 
tively  on  the  side  of  the  woman.    She  had 
thrown  herself  therefore  with  ardour  into  the 
defence  of  Mrs.  Verrier ;  and  for  her  it  was  not 
u-  r[®  !  ^esertion,  but  the  husband's  suicide 
which  had  been  the  cruel  and  indefensible  thing' 
All  these  various  traits  and  liberalisms  had 
made  her  very  dear  to  Madeleine  Verrier 

Now,  as  that  lady  sat  in  her  usual  drooping 
attitude    wondering  what  Washington   would 
be  hke  for  her  when  even  Daphne  Floyd  was 
gone  from  it,  the  afternoon  sun  stole  through 
the  curtams  of  the  window  on  the  street  and 
touched  some  of  the  furniture  and  engravings 
m    the    mner    drawing-room.    Suddenl-    Mrs 
Vemer  started  in  her  chair.    A  face  had  emerged* 
thrown  out  upon  the  shadows  by  the  sun-finger 
—the  countenance  of  a  handsome  young  Jew 
as  Rembrandt  had  once  conceived  it.    Rare 
and   high   mteUigence,    melancholy   ,and   pre- 
monition :~they  were  there  embodied,  so  long 
as  the  apparition  lasted. 

The  effect  on  Mrs.  Verrier  was  apparently 
profound.  She  closed  her  eyes ;  her  lips  quiv- 
ered ;  she  leant  back  feebly  in  her  chair,  breath- 
ing a  name.  The  crisis  lasted  a  few  minutes 
while  the  momentary  vision  faded  and  the  sun- 
light crept  on.    The  eyelids  unclosed  at  last 
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slowly  and  painfuUy,  as  though  shrinking  from 
what  might  greet  the  eyes  beneath  them.  But 
the  farther  wall  was  now  in  deep  shade.  Mre. 
Verner  sat  up ;  the  emo^on  which  had  mastered 
her  hke  a  possession  passed  away ;  and  rising 
humedly.  she  went  back  to  the  front  drawing- 
room.  She  had  hardly  reached  it  when  Miss 
iaoyd  s  voice  was  heard  upon  the  staire. 

Daphne  entered  the  room  in  what  appeared 
to  be  a  fit  of  irritation.  She  was  scolding  the 
parlour-maid,  whose  high  colour  and  dignified 
silence  proclaimed  her  both  blameless  and 
long-suffering.  At  the  sight  of  Mrs.  Verrier 
Daphne  checked  herself  with  an  effort  and 
kissed  her  friend  rather  absently. 

"Dear  Madeleine  I— very  good  of  you  to 
waat.  Have  they  given  you  tea  ?  I  suppose 
not.  My  household  seems  to  have  gone  mad 
this  afternoon.  Sit  down.  Some  tea,  Blount, 
at  once. 

Mrs.  Verrier  sank  into  a  comer  of  he  sofa 
while  Daphne,  with  an  "Ouf!"  fatigue' 
took  off  her  hat,  and  threw  herself  d .  wn  at  the 
other  end  her  smaU  feet  curled  up  beneath  her. 
Her  half-frownmg  eyes  gave  the  impression  that 
she  was  stiU  out  of  temper  and  on  edge 

;  Where  have  you  been  ?  "  asked  her  com- 
panion qmetly. 

"  List  ling  to  a  stuffy  debate  in  the  Senate," 
said  Daphne  without  a  smile. 
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theref"**  ^**«-    What  on  earth  took  you 

"  Wdl.  why  shoiildn't  I  go  P-why  does  one 
do  anything  ?  It  was  just  a  debate-horribly 
duU-trusts,  or  something  of  that  kind.  But 
there  was  a  man  attacking  the  President-and 
the  place  was  crowded.  Ugh  I  the  heat  was 
mtolerable  I " 

"  Who  took  you  ?  " 

Daphne  named  an  under-secretary— an  agree- 
able and  ambitious  man,  who  had  been  very 
much  m  her  train  during  the  preceding  winter, 
and  until  Roger  Barnes  appeared  upon  the 
scene. 

"  I  thought  until  I  got  your  message  that 
you  were  going  to  take  Mr.  Barnes  motoring 
up  the  nver."  ^ 

"Mr.  Barnes  was  engaged."  Daphne  gave 
the  mformation  tersely,  rousing  herself  after- 
wards to  make  tea,  which  appeared  at  that 
moment. 

.w  "  ^®,^f"^  *o  have  been  a  good  deal  engaged 
this  week."  said  Mrs.  Verrier.  when  they  were 
alone  again. 

Daphne  made  no  reply.  And  Mre.  Verrier 
after  observing  her  for  a  moment,  resumed  : 

^^  I  suppose  it  was  the  Bostonians  ?  " 

"I  suppose  so.  What  does  it  matter  ?  " 
1  he  tone  was  dry  and  sharp. 

"  Daphne,  you  goose !  "  laughed  Mrs.  Verrier 
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I  beUrvo  this  is  the  very  first  invitation  of 
theirs  he  has  accepted  at  aU.  He  was  written 
to  abouf  them  by  an  old  friend— his  Eton 
master,  o-  somebody  of  that  sort.  And  as  they 
turned  up  hi^re  on  a  visit,  instead  of  his  having 
to  go  ard  1^  for  them  at  Boston,  of  course 
he  had  f  c<ih  upon  them." 

"  I  i  v.  sa  And  of  course  he  had  to  go 
to  tea  w  .h  t:.e.n  yesterday,  and  he  had  to  take 
them  to  Vm:,.  on  <Ais  afternoon  I  I  suppose 
I'd  betlc  leJ*  v.)u  iv^  had  a  quarrel  on  the 
subject  h'.t  rj-i.^' 

"Dapine!-  vi  n't,  for  heaven's  sake,  make 
hmi  think  hiiuselt  too  important !  "  cried  Mrs. 
Verrier. 

Daphne,    with   both   elbows  on   the   table, 
was  slowly  crunching  a  morsel  of  toast  in  her 
small   white  teeth.    She  had  a  look  of  con- 
centrated  energy— as  of  a  person  charged  and 
overcharged  with  force  of  some  kind,  impatient 
to   be   let   loose.     Her   black   eyes   sparkled- 
impetuosity  and  will  shone  from  them  ;  although 
they  showed  also  rims  of  fatigue,  as  if  Miss 
Daphne's  nights  had  not  of  late  been  aU  they 
should   be.    Mrs.    Verrier  was  chiefly  struck 
however,  by  the  perception  that  for  the  first  time 
Daphne  was  not  having  altogether  her  own  way 
with  the  worid.    Madeleine  had  not  observed 
anything  of  the  same  kind  in  her  before.    In 
general  she  was  in  entire  command  both  of 
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herself  and  of  the  men  who  surrounded  her. 
She  made  a  httle  court  out  of  them,  and  treated 
them  «i  i^pou.  But  Roger  Barnes  had  not 
l«it  imnself  to  the  process ;  he  had  not  played 
the  game  properly ;  and  Daphne's  sleep  had 
been  disturbed  for  the  first  time  in  history. 

It  had  been  admitted  very  soon  between 
the  two  fnends— without  putting  it  very  pre- 
cisely—that Daphne  was  interested  in  Roger 
Barnes.    Mrs.    Verrier   believed   that   the  girl 
had  been  originaUy  carried  off  her  feet  by  the 
young  man's  superb  good  looks,  and  by  the 
natural  distinction-evident  in   aU  societies- 
which   they   conferred   upon   1dm.    Then,    no 
doubt,    she   had    been   piqued    by   his   good- 
iiuniourcd.    easy    way-the    absence    of    any 
doubt   oi    himself,    of   tremor,    of    insistence. 
Mrs.  Verner   said    to    herself-not    altogether 
shrewdly-that  he  had  no  nerves,  or  no  heart  • 
^d  Daphne  had  not  yet  come  across  the  genus! 
Her  lovers  had  either  possessed  too  much  heart 
--like  Captam  Boyson-or  a  lack  of  coolness 
when  It  reaUy  came  to  the  point  of  granplin^ 
with  Daphne  and  her  milhons,  as  in  th.  case  of 
a  dozen  she  could  name.    Whereby  i   had  come 
about  that  Daphne's  attention  hac    been  first 
provoked,    then    peremptorily    S3ized    by    the 
iinghshr.ian ;    and  Mrs.  Verrier  uegan  now  to 
^"l^^  ^^^    deeper    things     vere    really    in- 
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Certainly  there  was  a  good  deal  to  puzzle 
the  spectator.    That  the  English  are  a  fortune- 
hunting  race  may  be  a  popular  axiom ;    but 
It  was  quite   possible,   after  aU,   that   Roger 
Barnes  was  not  the  latest  iUustration  of  it. 
It  was  quite  possible,  also,  that  he  had  a  sweet- 
heart at  home,  some  quiet,  Quakerish  girl  who 
would  never  wave  in  his  face  the  red  flags  that 
Daphne    was    fond    of    brandishing.     It    was 
equaUy  possible  that  he  was  merely  fooling  with 
Daphne— that  he  had  seen  girls  he  liked  better 
m  New  York,  and  was  simply  killing  time  tiU 
a  sportsman  friend  of  whom  he  talked  should 
appear  on  the  scene  and  take  him  off  to  shoot 
moose   and   catch   trout   in   the   province   of 
Quebec.    Mrs.    Verrier   realised    that,    for   aU 
his  lack  of  subtlety  and  the  higher  conversa- 
tion, young  Barnes  had  managed  astonishingly 
to  keep  his  counsel.    His   "simplicity,"  like 
Daphne's,  seemed  to  be  of  a  special  type. 

And  yet— there  was  no  doubt  that  he  had 
devoted  himself  a  great  deal.  Washington 
society  had  quickly  found  him  out ;  he  had  been 
invited  to  aU  the  most  fastidious  houses,  and 
was  immensely  in  request  for  picnics  and  ex- 
peditions. But  he  had  contrived,  on  the  whole, 
to  make  aU  these  opportunities  promote  the 
flirtation  with  Daphne.  He  had,  in  fact,  been 
enough  at  her  beck  and  caU  to  make  her  the 
envy  of  a  young  society  with  whom  the  splendid 
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Englishman  promised  to  become  the  rage,  and 
not  enough  to  silence  or  wholly  discourage 
other  claimants  on  his  time. 

This  no  doubt  accounted  for  the  fact  that 
the  two  channing  Bostonians,  Mrs.  Maddison 
and  her  daughter,  who  had  but  lately  arrived 
in  Washington  and  made  acquaintance  with 
Roger  Barnes,  were  still  evidently  in  ignorance 
of  what  was  going  on.    They  were  not  initiated. 
They  had  invited  young  Barnes  in  the  innocence 
of  their  hearts,  without  inviting  Daphne  Floyd, 
whom  they  did  not  previously  know.    And  the 
young  man  had  seen  fit  to  accept  their  invitation. 
Hence  the  jealousy  that  was  clearly  burning  in 
Daphne,  that  she  was  not  indeed  even  trying 
to  hide  from  the  shrewd  eyes  of  her  friend. 

Mrs.  Vender's  advice  not  to  make  Roger 
Barnes  "  too  important  "  had  caUed  up  a  flash 
of  colour  in  the  girl's  cheeks.  But  she  did  not 
resent  it  in  words ;  rather  her  silence  deepened, 
till  Mrs.  Verrier  stretched  out  a  hand  and 
laughingly  turned  the  small  face  towards  her 
that  she  might  see  what  was  in  it. 

"  Daphne  !  I  really  believe  you're  in  love 
with  him ! " 

"  Not  at  aU,"  said  Daphne,  her  eyehds 
flickenng;  "I  never  know  what  to  talk  to 
him  about." 

"  As  if  that  mattered  !  " 

"  Elsie  Maddison  always  knows  what  to  talk 


69 


DAPHNE 


to  him  about,  and  he  chatters  to  her  the  whole 
time." 

n  J^'  ^®"^^  paused  a  moment,  then  said  : 

Do  you  suppose  he  came  to  America  to  marrv 

money  ? "  -^ 

"  I  haven't  an  idea." 

"  Do  you  suppose  he  knows  that  you— are 
not  exactly  a  pauper  ?  " 

Daphne  drew  herself  away  impatiently.  "  I 
reaUy  don't  suppose  anything,  Madeleine.  Ke 
never  talks  about  money,  and  I  should  think 
he  had  plenty  himself." 

Mrs.  Verrier  repUed  by  giving  an  outline 
Of  the   financial   misfortunes  of  Barnes  ph'e 
^  they  had  been  described  to  her  by  another 
Eng^h  traveller  in  Washington. 

Daphne  listened  indifferently.  "He  can't 
be  yeiy  poor  or  he  wouldn't  behave  as  he  does. 
And  he  is  to  inherit  the  General's  property. 
He  told  me  so."  ^    ^ 

"  And  i*  wouldn't  matter  to  you.  Daphne, 
you  did  thmk  a  man  had  married  vou  for 
money  ? "  ^ 

Daphne  had  risen,  and  was  pacing  the 
dra^^ng-room  floor,  her  hands  clasped  behind 
her  back.  She  turned  a  cloudy  face  upon  her 
questioner  "It  would  matter  a  great  deal 
If  I  thought  It  had  been  only  for  money.  But 
then,  I  hope  I  shouldn't  have  been  such  a  fool 
as  to  many  him." 
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But  you  could  bear  it,  if  the  money  counted 
for  something  ? " 

"Tm  not  an  idiot!"  said  the  girl  with 
energy.  "With  whom  doesn't  money  count 
for  something  ?  Of  course  a  man  must  take 
money  mto  consideration."  There  was  a  curious 
touch  of  arrogance  in  the  gesture  which  accom- 
pamed  the  words. 

u''J?Tr?^^^^^  '*  ^  *°  have  money, 
heigh-ho  I— How  pleasant  it  is  to  have  money ' " 
said  Mrs.  Verrier,  quoting,  with  a  laugh.  "  Yes 
I  dare  say  you'd  be  very  reasonable.  Daphne,' 
about  that  kmd  of  thing.    But  I  don't  think 

you  d  be  a  comfortable  wife,  dear,  all  the 
same." 

What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

You  might  allow  your  husband  to  spare 

L  uir  t.*°  .y°"'  '"^'^-^y'  y°"  would  be 
fo^^kiUmg  hmi  If  he  ever  looked  at  another 
woman  I 

"You  mean  I  should  be  jealous  ?  "  asked 
Daphne,  almost  with  violence.     "  Yqu  are  quite 

™^n.  *T  T  ii  ?^°^^  ^  ^^^'y  J^^°^-  On  that 
point  I  should  '  find  quarrel  in  a  straw.'  " 

Her  cheeks  had  flushed  a  passionate  red. 
lUe  eyes  which  she  had  inherited  from  her 
Spamsh  grandmother  blazed  above  them.    She 

a^  ^T  If'^'^y  *  ^^'"^  °f  Andalusia 
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Madeleine  Verrier  hdd  out  her  hands, 
smiling. 

"Come  here,  little  wild  cat.  I  believe  you 
are  jealous  of  Elsie  Maddison." 

Daphne  approached  her  slowly,  and  slowly 
dropped  into  a  seat  beside  her  friend,  her  eyes 
still  fixed  and  splendid.  But  as  she  looked  into 
them  Madeleine  Verrier  saw  them  suddenly 
dimmed. 

"  Daphne  I  you  are  in  love  with  him  !  " 
The  gill  recovered  herself,  clenching  her 
small  hands.  "  If  I  am,"  she  said  resolutely, 
"  it  is  strange  how  like  the  other  thmg  it  is  I 
I  don't  know  whether  I  shall  speak  to  him 
to-night." 

"  To-night  ?  "  Mrs.  Verrier  looked  a  little 
puzzled. 

"At  the  White  House.  You're  going,  of 
course." 

"No,  I  am  not  going."  The  voice  was 
quiet  and  cold.     "  I  am  not  asked." 

Daphne,  vexed  with  herself,  touched  her 
friend's  hand  caressmgly.  "It  will  be  just  a 
crush,  dear.  But  I  promised  various  people 
to  go." 

"  And  he  wiU  be  there  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  so."  Daphne  turned  her  head 
away,  and  then  sprang  up.  "  Have  you  seen  the 
picture  ?  " 

Mrs.   Verrier  followed  her  into  the  inner 
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room,   where   the  girl   gave   a  laughing  and 
tnumphant   account   of   her   acquiJtion     toe 

upon  her  companion. 

Daphne  would  not  ,Uow  any  further  talk 
of  Roger  Barnes.  Her  chaperon  Mrs  PhilliT 
pr«»tly  appeared,  and  paLj    h^gh^^I 

managed  to  herlSng^en  nL.      ""Z.*^" 
to  ™te  a  letterrf  Gir^'^?riS"New  Y^rT 

st'h^iSttTd  f hoiJd"' *r  ^"  "'-^^' 

to  which  they^S^';'*''''^  ^"^  '"  *««' 
a  iady-supenntendent,  and  make  herself 
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responsible  for  all  but  food  expenses.  Her  small 
face  relaxed— became  quite  soft  and  charming 
— as  she  wrote. 

"But,  my  dear,"  cried  Mrs.  PhiUips  in 
dismay,  as  JDaphne  handed  her  the  letter  to  read, 
"you  have  taken  the  house  on  Lake  George, 
and  you  know  the  girls  had  aU  set  their  hearts 
on  that  place  in  the  White  Mountains  I " 

Daphne's  lips  tightened.  "  Certainly  I  have 
taken  the  house  on  Lake  George,"  she  said,  as 
she  carefuUy  wiped  her  pen.  "  I  told  them  I 
should." 

"  But,  my  dear,  they  are  so  tired  of  Lake 
George  I  They  have  been  there  three  years 
running.  And  you  know  they  subscribe  a  good 
deal  themselves." 

"  Very  weU  !— then  let  them  do  without  my 
help.  I  have  inquired  into  the  matter.  The 
house  on  Lake  George  is  much  more  suitable 
than  the  White  Mountains  farm,  and  I  have 
written  to  the  agent.    The  thing's  done." 

Mrs.  Phillips  argued  a  little  more,  but 
Daphne  was  immovable. 

Mrs.  Verrier,  watching  the  two,  reflected, 
as  she  had  often  done  before,  that  Mrs.  Phillips's 
post  was  not  particularly  enviable.  Daphne 
treated  her  in  many  ways  with  great  generosity, 
paid  her  highly,  grudged  her  no  luxury,  and 
was  always  courteous  to  her  in  public.  But  in 
private  Daphne's  will  was  law,  and  she  had  an 
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abrupt  and  dictatorial  way  <rf  asserting  it  tiiat 
brought  fte  red  back  into  ibs.  PhiHij^'s  faded 
cheeks.  Mrs  Venier  had  often  expected  h~ 
to  throw  up  her  post.  But  there  was  no  doubt 
somettmg  m  Daphne's  personality  which  made 
aL^'e^.'"  *~  '^  °^  ->-  to  be  lightly 

Daphne  presently  went  upstairs  to  take  off 

^^fTf^'  '"'*  ""•  ^™I«'  ^tharather 

teoubled  face  began  to  tidy  the  confusion  of 

letters  she  had  left  behind  her. 

"I  dare  say  the  girls  won't  mind,"  said 

Madeleme  Verrier,  kindly. 

Mrs  Phillips  started,  and  her  mild  lips 
quivered  a  httle.  Daphne's  charities  were  Z 
Daphne  an  amusement;  for  this  gentle,  faded 
woman,  who  bore  aU  the  drudge^yr  of  them^ 
they  were  the  chief  attraction  of  Itfe  fa  DaphnTs 

the  thought  of   their   disappointment  pained 

patiln'tT^;.*^  "*'  ''"*  "  *°  *^-'"  --  »- 
"Daphne    must    always   have   her   way" 

Madeleme  went  on,  smiling.    "  I  wonder  what 

she  U  do  when  she  marries." 

Mrs.  Phillips  looked  up  quickly 

"  I  hope  it'll  be  the  right  man,  Mrs.  Verrier 

Of  course,  with  anyone  so-so  clever-aT^ 
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used  to  managing  everything  for  herself— one 
would  be  a  little  anxioos." 

Mrs.  Verricr's  expression  changed.  A  kind 
of  wildness— fanaticism--invaded  it,  as  of  one 
recalling  a  mission.  "Oh,  well,  nothing  is 
irrevocable  nowadays,"  she  said,  aUnost  with 
violence.  "  Still,  I  hope  Daphne  won't  make  a 
mistake." 

Mrs.  Phillips  looked  at  her  companion,  at 
first  in  astonishment.  Then  a  change  passed 
over  her  face.  With  a  cold  excuse  she  left 
Mrs.  Verrier  alone. 


CHAPTER   IV 

The  reception  at  the  White  House  was  being 
given  in  honour  of  the  delegates  to  a  Peace 
Congress.    The  rooms  were  fuU  without  beine 
inconveniently  crowded,  and  the  charming  h^ 
opened  its  friendly  doors  to  a  society  more 
congruous  and  organic,  richer  also  in  the  nobler 
hnd  of  vanety  than  America,  perhaps,   can 
offer  to  her  guests  elsewhere.    What  the  opera 
and  mtemational  finance  are  to  New  York 
pontics  and  administration  are.  as  we  aU  know' 
to  Washington.    And  the  visitor  from  Europe' 
conversationally  starved  for  want  of  what  se^ 

hi  Tf  L^^^l  ^""^"^  "^^"^  discussing,  finds 
himself  withm  hearmg  once  more  of  ministere, 
cabinets,  embassies,  and  parUamentary  gossip 
iiven  General  Hobson  had  come  to  admit  that 
-especiaUy  for  the  middle-aged-Washington 
partly  were  extremely  agreeable.  The  young 
^d  foohsh  might  sigh  for  the  flesh-pots  of 

^7/^?'..*^°^  ^'^  ^^^'^  "the  black  ox 
tiiid  trodden,     who  were  at  aU  aware  what  a 

vast  tormenting,  multitudinous,  and  headstrong 

world  man  has  been  given  to  inhabit ;    those 

WHO  were  engaged  in  governing  any  part  of  that 
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woild,  or  meant  some  day  to  be  thus  engaged  ; 
for  them  Washington  was  indispensable,  and 
New  York  a  mere  entertainment. 

Moreover  Washington,  at  this  time  of  the 
world's  histoiy,  was  the  scene  of  one  of  those 
episodes— those  brisker  moments  in  the  hmnan 
comedy — ^which   every  now   and   then   revive 
among  us  an  almost  forgotten  belief  in  person- 
ality,   an    almost   forgotten    respect    for   the 
mysteries    behind   it.    The   guests   streaming 
through  the  White  House  defiled  past  a  man 
who,  in  a  level  and  docketed  world,  appeared 
to  his  generation  as  the  reincarnation  of  forces 
primitive,    over-mastering,    and    heroic.     An 
honest  Odysseus  I— toil-worn  and  storm-beaten, 
yet  still  with  the  spirit  and  strength,  the  many 
devices,  of  a  boy;   capable  like  his  prototype 
in  one  short  day  of  crushing  his  enemies,  up- 
holding his  friends,  purifying  his  house;    and 
then,  with  the  heat  of  righteous  battle  still 
upon  him,  with  its  gore,  so  to  speak,  still  upon 
his  hands,  of  turning  his  mind,  without  a  pause 
and  without  hypocrisy,  to  things  intimate  and 
soft  and  pure— the  domestic  sweetness  of  Pene- 
lope, the  young  promise  of  Telemachus.    The 
President   stood,    a   rugged   figure,    amid   the 
cosmopoUtan    crowd,    breasting    the    modem 
world,  like  some  ocean  headland,  yet  not  truly 
of  it,  one  of  the  great  fighters  and  workers  of 
mankind,  with  a  laugh  that  pealed  above  the 
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noise.  Uue  eyes  that  aeemed  to  pursue  some 
converse  of  their  own,  and  a  hand  that  grasped 
and  cheered,  where  other  hands  withdrew  and 
repeUed.  This  one  man's  wiU  had  now,  for 
some  years,  made  the  pivot  on  which  vast 
issues  turned— issues  of  peace  and  war,  of 
policy  embracing  the  civilised  world  ;  and,  here, 
one  saw  him  in  drawing-rooms,  discussing 
Alaric's  campaigns  with  an  Oxford  professor 
or  chatting  with  a  young  mother  about  her 
children. 

Beside  him,  the  human  waves,  as  they  met 
and  parted,  disclosed  a  woman's  face,  modeUed 
by  nature  in  one  of  her  Ughtest  and  deftest 
moods,   a  trifle  detached,   humorous  also    as 
though  the  world's  strange  sights  stirred  a  gentle 
and  kindly  mirth  behind  its  sweet  composure. 
The  dignity  of  the  President's  wife  was  com- 
plete, yet  it  had  not  extinguished  the  personality 
It  clothed ;  and  where  royalty,  as  the  European 
knows  It,  would  have  donned  its  mask  and  stood 
on  Its  defence.  Republican  royalty  dared  to  be 
its  amused,  confiding,  natural  self. 

M  around-the  poUtical,  diplomatic  world 
of  Washmgton.  General  Hobson,  as  he  passed 
through  it,  greeted  by  what  was  now  a  large 
acquaintance,  found  himself  driven  once  more 
to  the  inward  confession-the  grudging  con- 
fession-^as  though  Providence  had  not  played 
him  fau:  in  extorting  it-that  American  poU- 
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tidans  were  of  a  vastly  finer  stamp  than  he  had 
expected  to  find  them.    The  American  press 
was  all— he  vowed— that  fancy  had  painted  it. 
and  more.    But,  as  he  looked  about  him  at 
the  members  of  the  President's  administration 
—at  this  tall,  black-haired  man,  for  instance, 
with  the  mild  and  meditative  eye,  the  equal, 
social  or  inteUectual,  of  any  Foreign  Biinister  that 
Europe  might  pit  against  him,  or  any  diplomat 
that  might  be  sent  to  handle  him;    or  this 
younger  man,  sparely  built,  with  the  sane,  hand- 
some face— son  of  a  famous  father,  modest, 
amiable,  efficient ;   or  this  other,  of  huge  bulk 
and  height,  the  sport  of  caricature,  the  hope  of 
a  party,  smiling  already  a  presidential  smile  as 
he  passed,   observed  and  beset,   through   the 
crowded  rooms ;  or  these  naval  or  miUtary  men. 
with  their  hard  serviceable  looks,  and  the  curt 
good  manners  of  their  kind :— the  General  saw 
as  clearly  as  anybody  else,  that  America  need 
make  no  excuses  whatever  for  her  best  men, 
that  she  has  evolved  the  leaders  she  wants, 
and  Europe  has  nothing  to  teach  them. 

He  could  only  console  himself  by  the  re- 
membrance of  a  speech,  made  by  a  weU-known 
man,  at  a  military  function  which  the  General 
had  attended  as  a  guest  of  honour  the  day 
before.  There  at  last  was  the  real  thing! 
The  real,  Yankee,  spread-eagle  thing!  The 
General  positively  hugged  the  thought  of  it. 
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"  The  American  soldier."  said  the  speaker 
standing  among  the  ambassadors,  the  naval 
and  military  aUacMs.  of  aU  the  European 
nations,  "is  the  superior  of  all  other  soldiers 
m  three  respects— bravery,  discipline,  intelli- 
gence." 

Bravery,  discipline,  inieUigence  /  Just  those 
--the  merest  trifle  I  The  General  had  found 
himself  chuckling  over  it  in  the  visions  of  the 
night. 

Tired  at  last  of  these  various  impressions 
actmg  on  a  mind  not  quite  alert  enough  to 
deal  with  them,  the  General  vieni  m  search 
of  his  nephew.  Roger  had  been  absent  aU 
day,  and  the  General  had  iei  the  hotel  before 
his  return.  But  the  uncle  was  sure  that  he 
wodd  sowier  or  later  put  in  an  appearance. 

It  was  of  course  entirely  on  Roger's  account 
that  this  unwilling  guest  of  America  was  her 
guest  still.     For  three  weeks  now  had  the  General 
been  watching  the  affair  between  Roger  and 
Daphne  Floyd.    It  had  gone  with  such  a  rush 
at  first,  such  a  swing  and  fervour,  that  the 
General  had  felt  that  any  day  might  bring  the 
denouemeni.    It  was  reaUy  impossible  to  desert 
the  lad  at  such  a  crisis,  especiaUy  as  Laura  was 
so  excitable  and  anxious,  and  so  sure  to  make 
her  brother  pay  for  it  if  he  failed  to  support  her 
views   and   ambitions   at   the   right   moment. 
Ihe  General  moreover  felt  Uie  absolute  necessity 
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of  getting  to  know  something  more  about  Bfiss 
Floyd,  her  character,  the  details  of  her  fortmie 
and  antecedents,  so  that  when  the  fjreat  moment 
came  he  might  be  prepared. 

But  the  astonishing  thing  wr^s  that  of  late 
the  whole  affair  seemed  to  have  come  to  some 
stupid  hitch  I  Roger  had  been  behaving  like  a 
very  cool  hand— too  cod  by  half  in  the  General's 
opinion.  What  the  deuce  did  he  mean  by 
hanging  about  these  Boston  ladies,  if  his  affec- 
tions were  really  fixed  on  Miss  Daphne  ?— or  his 
ambitions,  which  to  the  uncle  seemed  nearer  the 
truth. 

"  Well,  where  is  the  nephew  ? "  said  Cecilia 
Bo5rson's  voice  in  his  ear. 

The  General  turned.  He  saw  a  sharp, 
though  still  young  face,  a  thin  and  willowy 
figure,  attired  in  white  silk,  a  pince-nez  on  the 
high-pitched  nose,  and  a  cool  smile.  Uncon- 
scicusly  his  back  stiffened.  Miss  Boyson  in- 
variably roused  in  him  a  certain  masculine 
antagonism. 

"  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  tdl  me," 
he  said,  with  some  formality.  "There  are 
two  or  three  people  here  to  whom  he  should  be 
introduced." 

"Has  he  been  picnicking  with  the  Maddi- 
sons  ?  "    The  voice  was  shrill,  perhaps  malicious. 

"  I  believe  they  took  him  to  Arlington,  and 
somewhere  else  afterwards." 
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"  Ah,"  said  Cecilia,  "  there  they  are." 
The  General  looked  towards  the  door  and 
saw  his  nephew  enter,  behind  a  mother  and 
daughter  whom,   as  it  seemed  to  him,  their 
acquamtances  in  the  crowd  aromid  them  greeted 
with  a  pecuUar  cordiality;    the  mother,  still 
young  with  a  stag-like  carriage  of  the  head,  a 
long  throat,  swathed  in  white  tuUe,  and  grizzled 
hair,  on  which  shone  a  spray  of  diamtmds ;  the 
daughter,  equaUy  taU  and  straight,  repeating 
her  mothers  beauty  with  a  bloom  and  radiance 
of  her  own.    Innocent  and  happy,  with  dark 
ey^  and  a  soft  mouth.  Miss  Maddison  dropped 
a  httle  cmtsey  to  the  presidential  pair,  and  tte 
room  turned  to  look  at  her  as  she  did  so 

A  veiy  sweet-looking  girl."  said  the  General 
warnJy.     "  Her  father  is.  I  think,  a  professor." 

R„f  ^^'  '^^'  v^  ^  ''^'^  J"^*  ^  ^t^'-  of  books. 
?^.?  I  "^^  ^''°''^^*  "P  ^  Cambridge.  How 
did  Mr.  Roger  know  them  ?  " 

them.^''  ^*°°  *''*'*'  *°^^  ^^  *°  &°  ^d  «^ 

dav"? ''  ^^""""fl  ^  ^°y^  "^P^**^d  ^  to- 
heTeyegl^'  "^  ^^'^  ^^^^^3^'  ^^^i^ting 

r  r  ?  .^^r?  "^take.  a  misunderstanding  " 
replied  the  General  hurriedly.  "Miss  Floyd's 
party  is  put  off  tiU  next  week." 

Boyso^^^^''"  ''   ^""'^    '^""^"^  ^'"   ^^^    Miss 
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The  General  turned  again.  The  watchful 
Cecilia  was  certain  that  he  was  not  in  love  with 
Daphne.  But  the  nephew — the  inordinately 
handsome,  and  by  now  much-c(nirted  young 
man — what  was  the  real  truth  about  him  ? 

Cecilia  recognised— with  Mrs.  Verrier— that 
merely  to  put  the  question  involved  a  certain 
tribute  to  young  Barnes.  He  had  at  any  rate 
done  his  fortune-hunting,  if  fortune-hunting  it 
were,  with  decorum. 

"Miss  Floyd  is  looking  well  to-night,"  re- 
marked the  General. 

Cecilia  did  not  reply.  She  and  a  great  part 
of  the  room  were  engaged  in  watchhig  Roger 
Barnes  and  Miss  Maddison  walking  together 
through  a  space  which  seemed  to  have  been 
cleared  on  purpose  for  them,  but  was  really 
the  result  of  a  move  towards  the  supper- 
room. 

"  Was  there  ever  such  a  pair  ?  "  said  an 
enthusiastic  voice  behind  the  General.  "  Athene 
and  Apollo  take  the  floor ! "  A  grey-haired 
journalist  with  a  small,  bewrinkled  face,  buried 
in  whiskers  and  beard,  laid  a  hand  on  the 
General's  arm  as  he  spoke. 

The  General  smiled  vaguely.  "  Do  you 
know  Mrs.  and  Miss  Maddison  ?  " 

"Rather!"  said  the  Httle  man.  "Miss 
Elsie's  a  wonder  1  As  pretty  and  soft  as  they 
make  them,  and  a  Greek  scholar  besides — took 
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all  sorts  of  honours  at  Radcliffe  last  year.    I've 
known  her  from  her  cradle." 

"  What  a  number  of  your  girls  go  to  college !  " 
said  the  General,  but  u^  ^[raciously,  in  the  tones 
of  one  M-ho  no  sooner  saw  an  American  custom 
emerging  than  his  instinct  was  to  hit  it. 

"Yes;  it's  a  feature  of  our  modem  life— 
the  life  of  our  women.  But  not  the  most 
significant  one,  by  a  long  way." 

The  General  could  not  help  a  look  of  inquiry. 

The  journalist's  face  changed  from  gay  to 
grave.  "  The  most  significant  thing  in  American 
life  just  now " 

"I  know!"  interrupted  the  General. 
"  Your  divorce  laws  I  " 

The  journalist  shook  his  head.  "It  goes 
deeper  than  that.  What  we're  looking  on  at 
IS  a  complete  transformation  of  the  idea  of 
marriage " 

A  movement  in  the  crowd  bore  the  speaker 
away.  The  General  was  left  watching  the 
beautiful  pair  in  the  distance.  Thev  were 
apparently  quite  unconscious  that  they  roused 
any  special  attention.  Laughing  and  chatting 
like  two  children,  they  passed  intb  the  supper- 
room  and  disappeared. 

Ten    minutes    later,    in    the    supper-room 
Barnes  deserted  the  two  ladies  with  whom  he 
had  entered,  and  went  in  pursuit  of  a  giri  in 
white,  whose  necklace,  of  star  sapphires  in  a 
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Spanish  setting  of  the  seventeenth  century,  had 
at  once  caught  the  eye  of  the  judicious.  Roger, 
however,  knew  nothing  of  jewels,  and  was 
only  conscious  as  he  approached  Miss  Floyd, 
first  of  the  mingling  in  his  own  mind  of  some- 
thing like  embarrassment  with  something  like 
defiance,  and  then,  of  the  glitter  in  the  girl's 
dark  eyes. 

"  I  hope  you  had  an  interesting  debate,"  he 
said.  "  Mrs.  Phillips  tells  me  you  went  to  the 
Senate." 

Daphne  looked  him  up  and  down.  "  Did 
I  ?  "  she  said  slowly.  "  I've  forgotten.  Will 
you  move,  please  ?  There's  someone  bringing 
me  an  ice."  And  turning  her  back  on  Roger, 
she  smiled  and  beckoned  to  the  Under-Secretary, 
who  with  a  triumphant  face  was  making  his 
way  to  her  through  the  crowd. 

Roger  coloured  hotly.  "May  I  bring  Mrs. 
Maddison?"  he  said,  passing  her;  "she  would  like 
to  talk  to  you  about  a  party  for  next  week " 

"Thank  you.  I  am  just  going  home." 
And  with  an  energetic  movement  she  freed 
herself  from  him,  and  was  soon  in  the  gayest 
of  talk  with  the  Under-Secretary. 


The  reception  broke  up  some  time  after 
midnight,  and  on  the  way  home  General  Hobson 
attempted  a  raid  upon  his  nephew's  intentions. 
I  don't  wish  to  seem  an  intrusive  person. 
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my  dear  Roger,   but  may  I  ask  how  much 
longer  you  mean  to  stay  in  Washington  ?  " 

The  tone  was  short  and  the  look  which 
accompanied  the  words  not  without  sarcasm. 
Roger,  who  had  been  walking  beside  his  com- 
panion, stiU  deeply  flushed,  in  complete  silence, 
gave  an  awkward  laugh. 

"  And  as  for  you.  Uncle  Archie,  I  thought 
you  meant  to  sail  a  fortnight  ago.    If  you've 

been  staying  on  like  this  on  my  account " 

"  Don't  make  a  fool  either  of  me  or  your- 
self, Roger  I "  said  the  General  hastily,  roused 
^  at  last  to  speech  by  the  annoyance  of  the  situa- 
tion. "  Of  course  it  was  on  your  account  that 
I  have  stayed  on.  But  what  on  earth  it  aU 
means,  and  where  your  affairs  are— I'm  hanged 
If  I  have  the  glimmer  of  an  idea  I " 

Roger's  smile  was  perfectly  good-humoured. 
I  haven't  much  myself,"  he  said  quietly. 
Do  you-or  do  you  not-mean  to  propose 
to  Miss  Floyd  ?  "  cried  the  General,  pau^g 
m  the  centre  of  Lafayette  Square,  now  aU  but 
d^erted.  and  apostrophising  with  his  umbrella 
--for  the  night  was  soft  and  rainy-the  presi- 
dential statue  above  his  head. 

"  Have  I  given  you  reason  to  suppose  that 
I  was  gomg  to  do  so  ?  "  said  Roger  slowly. 
Criven  me  ?— given  everybody  reason  ?— 

H  J?"??  ^°^  ^^"^^  '-^  ^^^^'^  ^^^  over.    I 
don  t  hke  mterfering  with  your  affairs,  Roger 
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— ^with  any  young  man's  affairs — ^but  you  must 
know  that  you  have  set  Washington  talking, 
and  it's  not  fair  to  a  girl — ^by  George  it  isn't ! — 
when-  she  has  given  you  encouragement  and 
you  have  made  her  conspicuous,  to  begin  the 
same  story,  in  the  same  place,  immediately, 
with  someone  else!  As  you  say.  I  ought  to 
have  taken  myself  of!  long  ago." 

"I  didn't  say  anything  of  the  kind,"  said 
Roger  hotly :  "  you  shouldn't  put  words  into 
my  mouth.  Uncle  Archie.  And  I  really  don't 
see  why  you  attack  me  like  this.  My  tutor 
particularly  asked  me,  if  I  came  across  them, 
to  be  civil  to  Mrs.  Maddison  and  her  daughter, 
and  I  have  done  nothing  but  pay  them  the 
most  ordinary  attentions." 

"  When  a  man  is  in  love  he  pa}^  no  ordinary 
attentions.  He  has  eyes  for  no  one  but  the 
lady."  The  General's  umbrella,  as  it  descended 
from  the  face  of  Andrew  Jackson  and  rattled 
on  the  flagged  path,  supplied  each  word  with 
emphasis.  "  However,  it  is  no  good  talking, 
and  I  don't  exactly  know  why  I  should  put  my 
old  oar  in.  But  the  fact  is  I  feel  a  certain 
responsibility.  People  here  have  been  uncom- 
monly civU.  Well,  well ! — I've  wired  to-day 
to  ask  if  there  is  a  berth  left  in  the  Venetia  for 
Saturday.  And  you,  I  suppose  " — ^the  inquiry 
was  somewhat  peremptory — "  will  be  going  back 
to  New  York  ?  " 
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"  I  have  no  intention  of  leaving  Washington 
just  yet,"  said  Roger,  with  decision. 

"And  may  I  ask  what  you  intend  to  do 
here  ? " 

Roger  laughed.  "  I  really  think  that's  my 
business.  However,  youVe  been  an  awful  brick, 
Uncle  Archie,  to  stay  on  like  this.  I  assure  you, 
if  I  don't  say  much,  I  thmk  it." 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  hotel, 
the  steps  and  hall  of  which  were  full  of  people. 

"  That's  how  you  put  me  off."  The  General's 
tone  was  resentful.  "  And  you  won't  give  me 
any  idea  of  the  line  I  am  to  take  with  your 
mother  ? " 

The  young  man  smiled  again  and  waved  an 
evasive  hand. 

"  If  you'U  only  be  patient  a  little  longer. 
Uncle  Archie " 

At  this  point  an  acquaintance  of  the  General's 
who  was  smoking  in  the  haU  came  forward  to 
greet  him,  and  Roger  made  his  escape. 

"  Well,  what  the  deuce  do  I  mean  to  do  ?  " 
Barnes  asked  himself  the  question  deliber- 
ately.    He  was  hanging  out  of  the  window  in 
his  bedroom,  smoking  and  pondering. 

It  was  a  mild  and  rainy  night.  Washington 
was  fuU  of  the  earth  and  leaf  odours  of  the 
spring,  which  rose  in  gusts  from  its  trees  and 
gardens;  and  rugged,   swiftly  moving  clouds 
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^S  S  '""'  "^  **"  *'^*  '«"««»  ^' 

mother,   and  h^^iST""  '"'''•    "^ 
iniDos^  ;♦  „    u-    "*<=«ss'"es— his  own  also— 

one  ma/  aTmo^  sav^o  wl°  ^  astonishment,    . 
found  the  nrev  -n^^/  disconcerting,  he 

^^thout\\^;:^Stt'::Sgri.s-,^.-^^ 

]/>/.!,  •    u  daphne  s  sudden  softness    tJiA 

w,  oi  expected  submission  on  his. 
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The  Northern  character  in  him,  with  its  rejcrvc 
Its  pWcgm,  its  general  sanity,  began  to  shrink 
from  the  Southern  elements  in  her.  He  became 
aware  of  the  depths  in  her  nature,  of  things 
yolcamc  and  primitive,  and  the  English  stiSl 
m  him  recoiled. 

So  he  was  to  be  bitted  and  bridled,  it  seemed 
in  the  future.  Daphne  Floyd  would  have 
bought  him  with  her  doUars,  and  he  would  have 
to  pay  the  price. 

Something  natural  and  wild  in  him   said 
No  I    If  he  married   this   girl   he   would   be 
^   master,  m  spite  of  her  money.    He  realised 
vaguely,  at  any  rate,  the  strength  of  her  will 
and  the  way  m  which  it  had  been  tempemi  and 
steeled  by  circumstance.    But  the  perception 
only  roused  m  himself  some  slumbering7enacities 
and  vehemences  of  which  he  had  been  scarcely 
aware.     So    that,    almost    immediately-since 
there  was  no  glamour  of  passion  on  his  side^he 
began  to  resent  her  smaU  tyrannies,  to  draw  in. 
^d  draw  back.    A  few  quarrels-not  ordinal^ 
lovers  quarrels,  but  representing  a  true  CTaonle 

tnfles.    Daphne  was  once  more  rude  and  pro- 
vokmg,  Roger  cool  and  apparently  indifferent 
This  was  the  stage  when  M,..  Verrier  had  become 

be  his     tactics."    But  she  knew  nothing  of  the 
cunous  httle  crisis  which  had  preceded  them. 
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^^    Then  the  Maddisons,  mother  and  daughter, 
my  tutor's  friends,"  had  appeared  upon  the 
scene— charming  peoj^t    Of  course  civilities 
were  due  to  them,  and  had  to  be  paid  them 
Next  to  his  mother— and  to  the  girl  of  the 
orchard— the  affections  of  this  youth,  who  was 
moraUy  backward  and  im.aature,  but  neither 
caUous   nor   fundamentaUy   selfish,   had   been 
chiefly  given  to  a  certain  Eton  master,  of  a 
type  happily  not  uncommon  in  English  public 
schools.    Herbert    French    had    been    Roger's 
earhest   and   best   friend.    What    Roger   had 
owed   him   at   school,   only   he   knew.    Since 
school-days   they   had    been    constant   corre- 
spondents, and  French's  influence  on  his  pupil's 
early  manhood  had  done  much,  for  all  Roger's 
laziness  and  self-indulgence,  to  keep  him  from 
serious  lapses. 

Neglect  any  friends  of  his— and  such  jolly 
friends?  Rather  not !  But  as  soon  as  Daphne 
had  seen  Elsie  Maddison.  and  he  had  begged 
an  afternoon  to  go  an  expedition  with  them. 
Daphne  had  become  intolerable.  She  had 
shown  her  EngUsh  friend  and  his  acquaintances 
a  manner  so  insulting  and  provocative,  that 
the  young  man's  blood  had  boiled. 

If  he  were  in  love  with  her— well  and  good  I 
She  might  no  doubt  have  tamed  him  by  these 
stripes.  But  she  was  no  goddess  to  him ;  no 
golden  cloud  enveloped  her;  he  saw  her  under 
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a  common  daylight.  At  the  same  time  she 
attracted  him ;  he  was  vain  of  what  had  seemed 
his  conquest,  and  mieasily  exultant  in  the 
thought  of  her  immense  fortune.  "I'll  make 
her  an  excellent  husband  if  she  marries  me," 
he  said  to  himself  stubbornly ;  "  I  can,  and'l 
wUl." 

But  meanwhile  how  was  this  first  stage  to 
end  ?  At  the  White  House  that  night  Daphne 
had  treated  him  with  contumely,  and  before 
spectators.  He  must  either  go  or  bring  her 
to  the  point. 

He  withdrew  suddenly  from  the  window, 
flinging  out  the  end  of  his  cigarette.  "I'll 
propose  to  her  to-morrow— and  she  may  either 
take  me  or  leave  me  I  *' 

He  paced  up  and  down  his  room,  conscious 
of  relief  and  fresh  energy.  As  he  did  so  his 
eyes  were  drawn  to  a  letter  from  Herbert 
French  lying  on  the  table.  He  took  it  up  and 
read  it  again— smiling  over  it  broadly,  in  a 
boyish  and  kindly  amusement.  "By  Tovel 
he's  happy."  •* 

Then  as  he  put  it  down  his  face  darkened. 
There  was  something  in  the  letter,  in  its  man- 
Unas  and  humour,  its  unconscious  revelation 
of  Ideals  wholly  independent  of  dollars,  that 
made  Roger  for  the  moment  loathe  his  own 
position.    But  he  puUed  himself  together. 

I  shall  make  her  a  good  husband,"  he 
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repeated,  frowning.    "She'U  have  nothing  to 
complain  of." 

On  the  following  day  a  picnic  among  the 
woods  of  the  Upper  Potomac  brought  together 
most  of  the  personages  in  this  history.  The 
day  was  beautiful,  the  woods  fragrant  with 
spring  leaf  and  blossom,  and  the  stream, 
swoUen  with  rain,  ran  seaward  in  a  turbid, 
rejoicing  strength. 

The  General,  having  secured  his  passage 
home,  was  in  good  spirits  as  far  as  his  own 
affairs  were  concerned,  though  still  irritable 
on  the  score  of  his  nephew's.  Since  the  abortive 
attempt  on  his  confidence  of  the  night  before, 
Roger  had  avoided  all  private  conversation 
with  his  uncle ;  and  for  once  the  old  had  to 
learn  patience  from  the  young. 

The  party  was  given  by  the  wife  of  one  of 
the  staff  of  the  French  Embassy— a  young 
Frenchwoman,  as  gay  and  frank  as  her  babies, 
and  possessed,  none  the  less,  of  aU  the  social 
arts  of  her  nation.  She  had  taken  a  shrewd 
interest  in  the  matter  of  Daphne  Floyd  and  the 
Englishman.  Daphne,  according  to  her,  should 
be  promptly  married  and  her  millions  taken 
care  of,  and  the  handsome,  broad-shouldered 
fellow  impressed  the  little  Frenchwoman's  imag- 
ination as  a  proper  and  capable  watchdog. 
She  had  indeed  become  aware  that  something 
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was  wrong,  but  her  acuteness  entirely  refused 
to  believe  that  it  had  any  vital  connection  with 
the  advent  of  pretty  Elsie  Maddison.  Mean- 
while, to  please  Daphne,  whom  she  liked,  while 
conscious  of  a  strong  and  frequent  desire  to 
smite  her,  Madame  de  Fronsac  had  invited 
Mrs.  Verrier,  treating  her  with  a  cold  and 
punctilious  courtesy  that,  as  applied  to  any  other 
guest,  would  have  seemed  an  affront. 

In  vain,  however,  did  the  hostess,  in  vain 
did    other    kindly    bystanders,    endeavour    to 
play  the  game  of  Daphne  Floyd.    In  the  first 
place  Daphne  herself,  though  piped  unto,  refused 
to  dance.    She  avoided  the  society  of  Roger 
Barnes  in  a  pointed  and  public  way,   bright 
colour  on  her  cheeks  and  a  wild  light  in  her 
eyes;    the   Under-Secretary  escorted  her  and 
carried  her  wrap.    Washington  did  not  know 
what  to  think.    For,  owing  to  this  conduct  of 
Daphne's,  the  charming  Boston  girl,  the  other 
inginue  of  the  party,  fell  constantly  to  the  care 
of  young  Barnes;    and  to  see  them  steppmg 
along  the  green  ways  together,  matched  almost 
in  height,   and  clearly   of   the  same   English 
ancestry  and  race,  pleased  while  it  puzzled  the 
spectators. 

The  party  lunched  in  a  little  inn  beside  the 
river,  and  then  scattered  again  along  woodland 
paths.  Daphne  and  the  Under-Secretary  wan- 
dered on  ahead  and  were  some  distance  from 
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the  rest  of  the  party  when  that  gentleman 
suddenly  looked  at  his  watch  m  dismay.  An 
appointment  had  to  be  kept  with  the  President 
at  a  certain  horn-,  and  the  Under-Secretary's 
wits  had  been  wandering.  There;  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  take  a  short  cut  through  the  woods 
to  a  local  station  and  make  at  once  for  Wash- 
ington. 

Daphne  quickened  his  uneasiness  and 
hastened  his  departure.  She  assured  him  that 
the  others  were  close  behind,  and  that  nothing 
could  suit  her  better  than  to  rest  on  a  mossy 
stone  that  happily  presented  itself  till  they 
arrived. 

The  Under-Secretary,  transformed  into  the 
anxious  and  ainbitious  politician,  abruptly  left 
her. 

Daphne,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone,  allowed 
herself  the  natural  attitude  that  fitted  her 
thoughts.  She  was  furiously  in  love  and  toni 
with  jealousy;  and  that  love  and  jealousy 
could  smart  so,  and  cling  so,  was  a  strange 
revelation  to  one  accustomed  to  make  a  world 
entirely  to  her  hking.  Her  dark  eyes  were 
hollow,  her  small  mouth  had  lost  its  colour, 
and  she  showed  that  touch  of  something  wasting 
and  withering  that  Theocritan  Shepherds  knew 
in  old  Sicilian  days.  It  was  as  though  she  had 
defied  a  god— and  the  god  had  avenged  himself. 

Suddenly  he  appeared— the  teasing  divinity 
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-in  human  shape.    There  was  a  rusthuK  amons 
the  bmhwood  fringing  the  river.    R^fS 

"'^^f.et'^,^  way  up  toward  heT 

I  ve  been  stalking  you  aU  this  time  "  he 
said,  breaUJess.  as  he  reached  her,  "^'„ow 
at  last— I've  caught  you  !  "  ' 

Daphne  rose  furiously.  "  What  right  have 
you  to  stalk  me,  as  you  caH  it  ?-to  foUow  m^ 
to  speak  to  me  even  ?  I  wish  to  avoM  you- 
and  I  have  shown  it  I"  ^ 

hi.  ^T  ^°f^.  ''*  ''"'■•    H«  had  thrown  down 

bodiment  of  ^Sa^dtS.'^SX 
have  you  shown  it .?  "  There  w«  ,  „  '^ 
t.emc.  of  excitement  in  iS^  Tee  "  m""! 
have  I  done?    I  haven't  dLmd  it  r  ^''* 

Twn^to  mer'  ~'"    '"'"'"*  "^"^   ''^^^y 
';i  won't  discuss  it  with  vou"  shp  rri^ 
passionately.    ••  You  are  in  my  way  Mr  L™  ' 

-J-S  on  the  ground  beneath  I°Se  b"^" 
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into  sobbing.    Roger,   scarlet,   with  spar! 
eyes,  dropped  on  one  knee  beside  her. 

"  Daphne,  I'm  a  ruffian  I  Forgive  me ! 
must.  Daphne  I  Look  here,  I  want,  yo 
marry  me.  I've  nothing  to  offer  you,  of  coi 
I'm  a  poor  man,  and  you've  all  this  hoi 
money  !  But  I — I  love  you  ! — and  I'll  i 
you  a  good  husband,  Daphne,  that  I'll  s\ 
If  you'll  take  me,  you  shall  never  be  sorry  foi 

He  looked  at  her  again,  sorely  embarra 
hating  himself,  yet,  after  all,  inwardly  sui 
her.  Her  small  frame  shook  with  weei 
And  presently  she  turned  from  him  and  sa 
a  fierce  voice : 

"  Go  and  tell  all  that  to  Elsie  Maddisc 

Infinitely  relieved,  Roger  gave  a  qi 
excited  laugh. 

"  She'd  soon  send  me  about  my  busin 
I  should  be  a  day  too  l?te  for  the  fair,  in 
quarter.  What  do  you  think  she  and  I  ] 
been  talking  about  all  this  time,  Daphne  ? 

"  I  don't  care ! "  said  Daphne  hastily, 
face  still  averted.  _ 

"  I'm  going  to  tell  you,  all  the  same,"  ( 
Roger  triumphantly,  and  diving  into  his 
pocket  he  produced  "my  tutor's  let1 
Daphne  sat  inunovable,  and  he  had  to  rea 
aloud  himself.  It  contained  the  raptu 
account  of  Herbert  French's  engagemeni 
Miss  Maddison,  a  happy  event  which  had  tj 
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place  in  England  during  the  Eton  hoUdays 
about  a  month  before  this  date. 

finil^T '  "u    ''l^   *^«    y^'^^g  man   as  he 

S^  h.  .        ^^  '^"'^  '^^'^  ^^^t  nothing 
aU  the  tmie,  nothmg  at  aU~but  old  Herbert- 

^dfhrr  ^?1^'  ^'-^^  ^°^  good-looking. 

Ti^  iy^'t^Tr^""'^    I  got  precious  sick 
of  It   though  I  thmk  he's  a  trump,  too.    Oh 
Daphne  I~you  were  a  little  fool  I  " 

ablv  (^  n  ^  if^^'  ;^°"  ^^""^  ^^^^«^  abomin- 

"XT       ^^^^  ^^^'  ^^  choking. 
^^       No,  I  haven't,"  was  Roger's  firm  reply. 
It  was  you  who  were  so  cross.     I  couldn't 

f, S  ^y*^"^-    ^  ^yl   you  do  know  how 
to  stick  pins  into  people  I " 

he  s^lj!*  *°°''  "^  ''*'  ^"^'^  '^'^  "^^  "  '^ 

fh»?f '''"!.  ^°"'**'  '*•  ^^'  treast  heaved  as 
the  storm  departed.  And  she  lookea  so  charm- 
ing, so  soft,  so  desirable,  as  she  sat  there  in  her 

Id  flu«r'  T*"  H"  ^'  tear-washed  eS 
Zt^A^  ^'^^'  ***  *^«  yooth  was  reaUy 
touched  and  carried  oH  his  feet ;  and  the  rest  o^ 

H^^f^^T  5""*"  '=^y-    ^  *«  f'«>ffiar  things 

proper  emphasis  and  spirit.    He  played  his  part 

the  spnng  woods  played  theirs,  and  Daptae' 

,|wum  out  by  emotion  and  conquered  by  paS' 

^h^^le'^/^'^^'K'*'^"    wholly. '^Ld    so 
luch  at  least  may  be  said  to  the  man's  credit 
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that  there  were  certainly  moments  in  the  half- 
hour  between  them  when,  amid  the  rush  of 
talk,  laughter,  and  caresses,  that  conscience 
which  he  owed  so  greatly  to  the  exertions  of 
"  my  tutor  "  pricked  him  not  a  little. 

After  losing  themselves  deliberately  in  the 
woods,  they  strolled  back  to  join  the  rest  of 
the  party.  The  sounds  of  conversation  were 
already  audible  through  the  trees  in  front  of 
them,  when  they  saw  Mrs.  Verrier  coming  to- 
wards them.  She  was  walking  alone  and  did  not 
perceive  them.  Her  eyes  were  raised  and  fixed, 
as  though  on  some  sight  in  front  of  them.  The 
bitterness,  the  anguish,  one  might  almost  call 
it,  of  her  expression,  the  horror  in  the  eyes,  as 
of  one  ghost-led,  ghost-driven,  drew  an  ex- 
clan^ation  from  Roger. 

"  There's  Mrs.  Verrier  I  Why,  how  ill  she 
looks !  " 

Daphne  paused,  gazed,  and  shrank.  She 
drew  him  aside  through  the  trees. 

"Let's  go  another  way.  Madeleine's  often 
strange."  And  with  a  superstitious  pang  she 
wished  that  Madeleine  Verrier's  face  had  not 
been  the  first  to  meet  her  in  this  hour  of  her 
betrothal. 
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THREE  YEARS  AFTER 

"  L'occasion  fait  U  larron  " 
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In  the  drawing-room  at  Heston  Park  two 
Jadies  were  seated.  One  was  a  weU-preserved 
Hman  of  fifty,  with  a  large  oblong  fLT3 
^ures.  a  double  chin,  and  ab^dant  ^g^ 
hair  ananged  in  waved  bandtaux  above  a 
orehead  which  should  certainly  have  implied 
'^!S\     "''^f  **'•  ^^  >  Paif  of  chaUeng. 

wth  authonty ;  ,t  was  evident  that  she  had 
been  accustomed  to  do  so  aU  her  Ufe ;  to  trail 
silk  gowns  over  Persian  carpets,  to  eng^ 
^sive  cooks  and  rely  on  expensive  bu«S 
With  a  stnct  attention  to  small  economies  S 
tte  tjme ;  t<  npose  her  will  on  her  household 
and  the  clergyman  of  the  parish ;  to  give  her 
opmions  on   books,   and  expect  them  to   ^ 

fe^ln  *°''  .*°  "^'"^  '"^  PoUticTas  un! 
emmme.  and  to  make  up  for  it  by  She 
trongest  of  views  on  Church  questions  She 
.onged  to  an  English  type  colionXo^h! 
lut  aU  classes-quite  harmless  and  tolerable 
*en  tlungs  go  well,  but  apt  to  be  soi^ed^d 
wisted  by  advereity. 

And  Udy  Barnes,  it  wiU  be  remembered 
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had  known  adversity.  Not  much  of  it,  nor  for 
long  together ;  but  in  her  own  opinion  she  had 
gone  through  "  great  trials,  to  the  profit  of 
her  Christian  character.  She  was  quite  certain, 
now,  that  everything  had  been  for  the  best, 
and  that  Providence  makes  no  mistakes.  But 
that,  perhaps,  was  because  the  "trials"  had 
only  lasted  about  a  year ;  and  then,  so  far  as 
they  were  pecuniary,  the  marriage  of  her  son 
with  Miss  Daphne  Floyd  had  entirely  relieved 
her  of  them.  For  Roger  now  made  her  a  hand- 
some* allowance,  and  the  chastened  habits  of  a 
mos.  uncomfortable  year  had  been  hastily 
abandoned. 

Nevertheless,  Lady  Barnes's  aspect  on  this 
autumn  afternoon  was  not  cheerful,  and  her 
companion    was    endeavouring,    with    a   little 
kind  embarrassment,  both  to  soothe  an  evident 
irritation    and  to  avoid  the  confidences  that 
Roger's   mother   seemed   eager   to   pour   out. 
Elsie  French,   whom  Washington  had  known 
three  years  before  as  Elsie  Maddison,  was  in 
that  bloom  of  young  married  life  when  all  that 
was  lovely  in  the  girl  seems  to  be  still  lingering, 
while  yet  love  and  motherhood  have  wrought 
once  more  their  .  1  transforming  miracle  on 
sense  and  spirit.    In  her  afternoon  dress  of 
dainty   sprigged   silk,    with   just    a   touch   of 
austerity  in  the  broad  muslin  collar  and  cuffs 
—her    curly    brown    hair    simply    parted    on 
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her  brow,  and  gathered  classically  on  a 
shapely  head— her  mouth  a  little  troubled,  her 
brow  a  little  puckered  over  Lady  Barnes's  dis- 
contents—she was  a  very  gracious  vision.  Yet 
behind  the  gentleness,  as  even  Lady  Barnes 
knew,  there  were  qualities  and  characteristics 
of  a  singular  strength. 

Lady  Barnes  indeed  was  complair.  .ig,  and 
could  not  be  stopped. 

"You  see,  dear  Mrs.  French,"  she  was 
saying  in  a  rapid.  Swered  voice,  and  with 
many  glances  at  the  door,  "  the  trouble  is  that 
Daphne  is  never  satisfied.  She  has  some  im- 
possible ideal  in  her  mind,  and  then  everything 
must  be  sacrificed  to  it.  She  began  with  going 
into  ecstasies  over  this  dear  old  house,  and 
now  I-there's  scarcely  a  thing  in  it  she  does 
not  want  to  change.  Poor  Edward  and  I  spent 
thousands  upon  it,  and  we  rt  Hy  flatt  -d 
ourselves  that  we  had  some  taste ;  but  i  is 
not  good  enough  for  Daphne  I  " 

The  speaker  settled  herse^*  in  L^r  chair 
wiUi  a  sHght  but  emphatic  c\ .ter  of  bangles 
and  rustle  of  skirts. 

"  It's  the  ceilings,  isn't  it  ?  "  murmured 
iilsie  French,  glancing  at  the  heavy  decoration 
the  stucco  bosses  and  pendants  above  her  head' 
which  had  replaced,  some  twenty  years  before' 
a  piece  of  Adam  design,  sparing  and  feUcitous! 
Its  everything!"    Lady   Bam<^'s   tone 
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was  now  more  angry  than  fretful.  "  I  don't, 
of  course,  like  to  say  it— but  really  Daphne's 
self-confidence  is  too  amazing ! " 

"  She  does  know  so  much,"  said  Elsie  French 
reflectively.    "  Doesn't  she  ?  " 

"Well,  if  you  call  it  knowing.  She  can 
always  get  some  tiresome  person,  whom  she 
calls  an  *  expert,'  to  back  her  up.  But  I  believe 
in  liking  what  you  do  like,  and  not  being  bullied 
into  what  you  don't  like ! " 

"  I  suppose  if  one  studies  these  things " 

Elsie  French  began  timidly. 

"  What's  the  good  of  studying  !  "  cried  Lady 
Barnes ;  "  one  has  one's  own  taste,  or  one  hasn't." 
Confronted  with  this  form  of  the  Absolute, 
Elsie  French  looked  perplexed;  especially  as 
her  own  artistic  sympathies  were  mainly  with 
Daphne.  The  situation  was  certainly  awkward. 
At  the  time  of  the  Barnes's  financial  crash, 
and  Sir  Edward  Barnes's  death,  Heston  Park,' 
which  belonged  to  Lady  Barnes,  was  all  that 
remained  to  her  and  her  son.  A  park  of  a 
hundred  acres  and  a  few  cottages  went  with  the 
house ;  but  there  was  no  estate  to  support  >, 
and  it  had  to  be  let,  to  provid^an  income  for  the 
widow  and  the  boy.  Much  of  the  expensive 
furniture  had  been  sold  before  letting,  but 
enough  remained  to  satisfy  the  wants  of  a  not 
very  exacting  tenant. 

Lady  Barnes  had  then  departed  to  weep 


Irk 


r 


DAPHNE  „ 

in  exile  on  a  pittance  of  about  seven  hundred 
a  year     But  with  the  marriage  of  her  son  to 

T^  ^°^u/^^  ^"  "^««'  the  mother's 
thoughts  had  turned  fondly  back  to  Heston 
Park.  It  was  too  big  for  her,  of  course ;  but 
the  young  people  clearly  must  redeem  it,  and 

u^"~  ^"^    ^"P'^*    ^^    •'een    quite 

amenable.    The  photographs  charmed  her.    The 

house  she  said,  was  evidently  in  a  pure  style 

and  .t  would  be  a  deUght  to  make  it  habitable 

agam     pe  tenant,  however,  had  a  lease,  and 

refused  to  turn  out  until  at  last  Daphne  had 

nuikly  bribed  him   to  go.    And  noTafter 

three  years  of  married  life,  during  which  the 

young  couple  had  rented  various  "places,"  be- 

s.d«  thor  house  m  London  and  a  villa  at  Tunis 

Roger  had  descended  upon  it-as  Lady  Barnes's 
tenants  at  a  high  rent-intent  upon  ite  restom! 
S^r'cru^cS°'"""°*''^^^^'^'-"«-tedto 

Hence,  indeed,  these  tears.    When  Daohne 
te  stepped  inside  the  ancestral  man3  o 

™L  "''°*'~^'*  had  been  Lady  Barneys 
nuuden  name-she  had  received  a  severe  S 
^e  outside,  tte  sheU  of  the  house-deUghtM  i 
But  ms.de  l-heavens  I  what  taste,  what  decZ 
t^on-what  ruin  of  a  beautiful  thi^  1  Hdf X 
old  mantelpieces  gone,  the  ceilingf  spoilt  the 
decorations  "  busy,"  pretentious,  oveiTne,'  »d 
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nothing  left  to  console  her  but  an  ugly  row  of 
bad  Lelys  and  worse  Highmores-the  most 
despicable  coUection  of  family  portraits  she 
had  ever  set  eyes  upon  I 

Roger  had  looked  unhappy.    "  It  was  father 

and  mother  did  it/'  he  admitted  penitently. 

But  after  aU,  Daphne,  you  know  they  are 

Trescoes  I  "-this  with   a  defensive  and  pro- 

tectmg  glance  at  the  Lelys. 

Daphne  was  sorry  for  it.    Her  mouth  tight- 
ened, and  certain  lines  appeared  about  it  which 
already  prophesied  what  the  yeare  would  make 
of  the  young  face.    Yet  it  was  a  pretty  mouth- 
the  mouth,  above  all,  of  one  with  no  doubts  at 
aU  as  to  her  place  and  rights  in  the  world. 
1-ady  Barnes  had  pronounced  it  "common" 
m  her  secret  thoughts  before  she  had  known  its 
owner  six  weeks.    But  the  adjective  had  never 
yet  escaped  the  "  bulwark  of  the  teeth."    Out- 
wardly the  mother  and  daughter-in-law  were 
stiU  on  good  terms.    It  was  indeed  but  a  week 
smce  the  son  and  his  wife  ha*    arrived— with 
then-  baby  girl-at  Heston  Park,  after  a  summer 
of  yachtmg  and  fishing  in  Norway ;  since  Lady 
Barnes  had  journeyed  thither  from  London  to 
meet  them;    and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  French  had 
accepted    an    urgent   invitation    from    Roger 
quite  sufficiently  backed  by  Daphne,  to  stay 
for  a  few  days  with  Mr.  French's  old  pupil 
before  the  reopening  of  Eton. 
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During  that  time  there  had  been 
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-  no  open 
qaarrels  of  any  kind ;  but  Elsie  French  was  a 
sensitive  creature,  and  she  had  been  increasingly 
aware  of  friction  and  annoyance  behind  the 
scenes.  And  now  here  was  Lady  Barnes  let 
loose!  and  Daphne  might  appear  at  any 
moment,  before  she  could  be  re-caged. 

"  She  puts  you  down  so  !  "  cried  that  lady, 
making  gestures  with  the  paper-knife  she  had 
just  been  employing  on  the  pages  of  a  Mudie 
book.  "  If  I  tell  her  that  something  or  other— 
it  doesn't  matter  what— cost  at  least  a  great 
deal  of  money,  she  has  a  way  of  smiling  at  you 
that  is  positively  insulting  !  She  doesn't  trouble 
to  argue ;  she  begins  to  laugh,  and  raises  her 
eyebrows.  I— I  always  feel  as  if  she  had  struck 
me  in  the  face !  I  know  I  oughtn't  to  speak 
like  this ;  I  hadn't  meant  to  do  it,  especially  to 
a  country-woman  of  hers,  as  you  are." 

"Am  I?"    said  Elsie,  in  a  puzzled  voice. 

Lady  Barnes  opened  her  eyes  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"I  meant"— the  explanation  was  hurried 
— "  I  thought— Mrs.  Barnes  was  a  South  Ameri- 
can ?  Her  mother  was  Spanish,  of  course ;  you 
see  it  in  Daphne." 

"Yes;  in  her  wonderful  eyes,"  said  Mrs. 
French  warmly;  "and  her  grace— isn't  she 
graceful  I  My  husband  says  she  moves  Uke  a 
sea-wave.    She  has  given  her  eyes  to  the  child." 
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cried  I^L'^''  °*"  *^8^  *~'  ^''o  afraid  I  " 
fa  :^e^;.""""'  "^-^  »"»y-    "B-there 

For  the  sounds  of  a  childish   voice  «*re 
heard  echoing  fa  «.«  domed  haU  ontsir  S^! 

htLJ^t^^y  ^'^^^  ^'™«-  holding  a 
littleprl  of  nearly  two  and  a  half  by  the  hafd. 

i-aay    Barnes    composed    herself.      It    is 

necessao'  to  smUe  at  children,   and  she  e^! 

deavoured  to  ^tisfy  her  own  se^se  of  tt 

A„^  xT  d'      *"y '  '=°"«  ^d  loss  granny  I  " 
Vff^  »^««  held  out  her  arms         ^ 

moiSl     •!,f '^''  '*°~'  ''*^'  ^"^eyed  her  grand- 
mother with  a  pair  of  startling  eyes,  and  then 
unung,  made  a  rush  for  the  door  Xt IS 
(after  was  too  quick  for  her.    He  cIosedTiS 

ch  M  ^^  *°^  '"^  ^^  ^'  hack  to  it  The 
child  did  not  crjr,  but,  wift  flaming  cheeks  she 
^an  to  beat  her  father's  knees  Jt^^^^^ 

"Go  and  kiss  granny,  darling,"  said  Roger 
strofang  her  dark  head.  ^   ' 

lv>h^*l*^  *"™^  ^*«'  P"t  both  her  hands 
behind  her,  and  stood  immovable. 

love  S^n^.^""^'"*'^'^'^y-   "Don't 

side' W'  ^^Sl"~^^  ^""*  ""^t  ^°^  he- 
rn i  "?  and  be  a  good  httle  girl,  and 
1 11  show  you  picture-books." 
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"  I  not  Beatty— I  Jemima  Ann/'  said  the 
small  thin  voice.  *'  Not  be  a  dood  dirl— do  up- 
stairs."  ^ 

She  looked  at  her  father  again,  and  then, 
evidently  perceiving  that  he  was  not  to  be 
moved  by  force,  she  changed  her  tactics.  Her 
delicate,  elfish  face  melted  into  the  sweetest 
smile ;  she  stood  on  tiptoe,  holding  out  to  him 
her  tiny  arms.  With  a  laugh  of  irrepressible 
pride  and  pleasure,  Roger  stooped  to  her  and 
lifted  her  up.  She  nestled  on  his  shoulder—a 
smaU  odalisque,  dark,  lithe,  and  tawny,  beside 
her  handsome,  fair-skinned  father.  And  Roger's 
manner  of  holding  and  caressing  her  showed  the 
passionate  affection  with  which  he  regarded  her. 

He  again  urged  her  to  kiss  her  grand- 
mother ;  but  the  child  again  shook  her  head. 
"Then,"  said  he  craftily,  "father  must  kiss 
granny."    And  he  began  to  cross  the  room. 

But  Lady  Barnes  stopped  him,  not  without 
dignity.  "  Better  not  press  it,  Roger  :  another 
time." 

Barnes  laughed,   and  yielded.     He  carried 
the  child  away,  murmuring  to  her,  "  Naughty 
naughty  'ittie  girl !  "—a  remark  which  Beattyi 
tucked  under  his  ear,  and  complacently  sucking 
her  thumb,  received  with  complete  indifference. 

"  There,  you  see  I  "  said  the  grandmother, 
with  slightly  flushed  cheeks,  as  the  door  closed  : 
"  the  child  has  been  already  taught  to  dislike 
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me,  and  if  Roger  had  attempted  to  loss  me,  she 
would  probably  have  struck  me." 

"  Oh,  no  I  "  cried  Mrs.  French.  "  She  is  a 
loving  little  thing." 

"Except  when  she  is  jealous,"  said  Lady 
Bames,  with  significance.  "  I  told  you  she  has 
inherited  more  than  her  eyes.'* 

Mrs.  French  rose.    She  was  determined  not 
to  discuss  her  hostess  any  more,  and  she  walked 
over  to  the  bow  window  as  though  to  look  at 
the  prospects  of  the  weather,  which  had  threat- 
ened rain.    But  Roger's  mother  was  not  to  be 
repressed.     Resentment  and  antagonism,  nur- 
tured on  a  hundred  smaU  incidents  and  tri.fling 
jars,  and,  to  begin  with,  a  matter  of  tempera- 
ment, had  come  at  last  to  speech.    And  in 
this   charming   New   Englander,    the   wife   of 
Roger's  best  friend,  sympathetic,  tender,  with 
a  touch  in  her  of  the  nun  and  the  saint.  Lady 
Bames  could  not  help  trying  to  find  a  supporter. 
She  was  a  much  weaker  person  than  her  square 
build  and  her  double  chin  would  have  led  the 
bystander  to  suppose;    and  her  feelings  had 
been  hurt. 

So  that  when  Mrs.  French  returned  to  sav 
that  the  sun  seemed  to  be  coming  out,  her  com'- 
pamon,  without  heeding,  went  on.  with  emotion  • 
"  It's  my  son  I  am  thinking  of,  Mre.  French  I 
faiow  you're  safe,  and  that  Roger  depends  upon 
Mr.  French  more  than  upon  anyone  else  in  the 
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world,  so  r  can't  help  just  saying  a  word  to  you 
about  my  anxiety.    You  know,  when  Roger 
married,  I  don't  think  he  was  much  in  love— in 
fyjt,  I'm  sure  he  wasn't.    But  now— it's  quite 
different.    Roger  has  a  very  soft  heart,  and 
he's  very  domestic.    He  was  always  the  best 
of  sons  to  me,  and  as  soon  as  he  was  married 
he    became    the    best    of    husbands.     He's 
devoted  to  Daphne  now.  and  you  see  how  he 
adores  the  child.    But  the  facr  is,   there's  a 
person  in  this  neighbourhood"   (Lady  Barnes 
lowered  her  voice  and   looked    rouud   her)— 
"I  only  knew  it  for  certain  this  morning— 
who  .  .  .  weU,  who  might  make  trouble.    And 
Daphne's  temper  is  so  passionate  and  uncon- 
trolled that " 

"Dear  Lady  Bamei    please   don't  teU  me 
any  secrets ! "  Elsie  French  impiored,  and  laid 
a  restrammg  hand  on  the  mother's  arm,  ready 
mdeed,  to  take  up  her  work  and  fly.    But  Lady 
Barnes's  chair  stood  between  her  and  the  door 
and  the  occupant  of  it  was  substantial. 

Laura  Barnes  hesitated,  and  in  the  pause 
two  persons  appeared  upon  the  garden  path 
outside,  coming  towards  the  open  windows  of 
the  drawmg-room.  One  was  Mre.  Roger  Barnes  • 
the  other  was  a  man,  remarkably  taU  and  slender' 
^th  a  stoop  like  that  of  an  overgrown  school- 
boy,  silky  dark  hair  and  moustache,  and  pale 
grey  eyes.  ^ 
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"  Dr.  Lelius !  "  said  Elsie,  in  astonishment. 
"  Was  Daplxne  expecting  him  ?  " 

"Who  is  Dr.  Lelius?"  asked  Lady  Ba-nes, 
putting  up  her  eyeglass. 

Mrs.  French  explained  that  he  was  a  South 
German  art-critic,  from  Wurzburg,  with  a  great 
reputation.  She  had  already  met  him  at  Eton 
and  at  Oxford. 

"  Another  expert !  "  said  Lady  Barnes  with 
a  shrug. 

The  pair  passed  the  window,  absorbed 
apparently  in  conversation.  Mre.  French  es- 
caped. Lady  Barnes  was  i<iit  to  discontent 
and  solitude. 

But  the  solitude  was  not  for  long. 

When  Elsie  French  descended  for  tea,  an 
hour  later,  she  was  aware,  from  a  considerable 
distance,  of  people  and  tumult  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Daphne's  soprano  voice— agreeable,  but 
making  its  mark  always,  like  its  owner— could  be 
heard  running  on.  The  young  mistress  of  the 
house  seem-d  to  be  admonishing,  instructing 
someone.    Could  it  be  her  mother-in-law  ? 

When  Elsie  entered,  Daphne  was  walking 
up  and  down  in  excitement. 

"  One  cannot  really  live  with  bad  pictures 
because  they  hapi^en  to  be  one's  ancestors ! 
We  won't  do  them  any  harm,  mammal  of 
course  not.  There  is  a  room  upstairs  where  they 
can  be  stored— most  carefully— and  anybody 
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who  is  interested  in  them  can  go  and  look  at 
them.  If  they  had  only  been  left  as  they  were 
painted  I— not  by  Lely.  of  course,  but  by  some 
drapery  man  in  his  studio— ^as5e  encore!  they 
might  have  been  just  bearable.  But  you  see 
some  wretched  restorer  went  and  daubed  them 
all  over  a  few  years  ago." 

"  We  went  to  the  best  man  we  could  find ! 
We  took  the  best  advice  I  "  cried  Lady  Barnes 
sitting  stiff  and  crimson  in  a  deep  arm-chair' 
opposite  the  luckless  row  of  portraits  that 
Daphne  was  denouncing. 

"I'm  sure  you  did.  But  then,  you  see 
nobody  knew  anything  at  aU  about  it  in  thos^ 
days.  The  restorers  were  aU  murderers.  Ask 
Dr.  Leiius." 

Daphne  pointed  to  the  stranger,  who  was 
leaning  against  an  arm-chair  beside  her  in  an 
embarrassed  attitude,  as  though  he  were  en- 
deavourmg  to  make  the  chair  a  buffer  between 
nimself  and  Lady  Barnes 

Dr.  Lelius  bowed. 

"  It  is  a  modem  art,"  he  said  with  diffi- 
aence,  and  an  accent  creditably  slight— "a 
Wu^zb^J""'  "*•     ^«  ^^«  -  g^eat  man  at 

"I  don't  suppose  he  professes  to  know 
anythmg  about  English  pictures,  does  he  ?  " 
asked  Lady  Barnes  with  scorn. 

"  Ach  !— I  do  not  propose  that  Mrs.  Barnes 
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entrust  him  wid  dese  pictures,  Madame.    It  is 
now  too  late." 

And  the  willowy  German  looked,  with  a 
half-repressed  smile,  at  the  row  of  pictures 
—all  staring  at  the  bystander  with  the  same 
saucer  eyes,  the  same  wooden  arms,  and  the 
same  brilliance  of  modem  paint  and  vamish, 
which  not  even  the  passage  of  four  years  smce 
it  was  applied  had  been  able  greatly  to  subdue. 
Lady  Barnes  lifted  shoulders  and  eyes—a 
woman's  angry  protest  against  the  tyranny 
of  knowledge. 

"All  the  same,  they  are  my  forbears,  my 
kith  and  kin,"  she  said,  with  emphasis.  "  But 
of  course  Mrs.  Barnes  is  mistress  here :  I  suppose 
she  will  do  as  she  pleases." 

The  German  stared  politely  at  the  carpet. 
It  was  now  Daphne's  turn  to  shrug.    She  threw 
herself  into  a  chair,  with  very  red  cheeks,  one 
foot  hanging  over  the  other,  and  the  fingers 
of  her   hands,    which   shone   with   diamonds, 
tapping  the  chair  impatiently.    Her  dress  of  a 
delicate  pink,  touched  here  and  there  with  black, 
her  wide  black  hat,  and  the  eyes  which  glowed 
from  the  small  pointed  face  beneath  it;    the 
tumbling  masses  of  her  dark  hair  as  contrasted 
with  her  general  lightness  and  slendemess  ;  the 
red  of  the  lips,  the  whiteness  of  the  hands  and 
brow,  the  dainty  irregularity  of  feature  :  these 
things  made  a  Watteau  sketch  of  her,  aU  pure 
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colour  and  lissomencss,  with  dots  and  scratches 
of  intense  black.  Daphne  was  much  hand- 
somer than  she  had  been  as  a  girl,  but  also  a 
trifle  less  refined.  All  her  points  were  intensi- 
fied—her eyes  had  more  flame ;  the  damask  of 
her  cheek  was  deeper;  her  grace  was  wilder, 
her  voice  a  little  shriller  than  of  old. 

While  the  uncomfortable  silence  which  the 
two  women  had  made  around  them  still  lasted, 
Roger  Barnes  appeared  on  the  garden  steps. 

"  HuUo  I  any  tea  going  ?  "  He  came  in, 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  looked  from  his 
mother  to  Daphne,  from  Daphne  to  his  mother, 
and  laughed  uncomfortably. 

"Still  bothering  about  those  beastly  pic- 
tures?" he  said  as  he  helped  himself  tc  a 
cup  of  tea. 

"  ^^«*  you.  Roger  I  "   said  Lady  Barnes. 

"I  didn't  mean  any  harm,  mother."  He 
crossed  over  to  her  and  sat  down  beside  her. 
"I  say,  Daphne.  I've  got  an  idea.  Why 
shouldn't  mother  have  them  ?  She's  going  to 
take  a  house,  she  says.  Let's  hand  them  aU 
over  to  her !  " 

Lady  Barnes's  lips  trembled  with  indigna- 
tion. "  Tlie  Trescoes  who  were  bom  and  died 
ill  this  house,  belong  here  I  "  The  tone  of  the 
words  showed  the  stab  to  feeling  and  self-love. 
"  It  would  be  a  sacrilege  to  move  them." 

"Well  then,  let's  move  ourselves!"    ex- 
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claimed  Daphne,  springing  up.    "  We  can  let 
this  house  again,  can't  we,  Roger  ?  " 

"We  can,  I  suppose,"  said  Roger,  munching 
ms  bread  and  butter ;  "  but  we're  not  going 

He  raised  his  head  and  looked  quietly  at 
her.  ^       ■' 

"I  think  we'd  better!"  The  tone  was 
m^penous.  Daphne,  with  her  thin  arms  and 
hands  locked  behind  her,  paused  beside  her 
husband. 

r^.  LeUus,  stealthily  raising  his  eyes,  ob- 
^rved  the  two.  A  strange  little  scene-not 
English  at  aU.  The  English,  he  understood 
??,f  c  P^^fi^^*i<^  people.  What  had  this 
Iittie  Southerner  to  do  among  them?  And 
what  sort  of  fellow  was  the  husband  ? 

It  was  evident  that  some  mute  colloquy 
passed  between  the  husband  and  wife-dii 
approval  on  his  part,  attempt  to  assert  authority 
defiance  on  hers.  Then  the  fair-skinned  English 
face,  confronting  Daphne,  wavered  and  weak- 
ened, and  Roger  smiled  into  the  eyes  trans- 
fixmg  him. 

"Ahl "  thought  Lelius.  "she  has  him.  de 
poor  fool !  " 

Roger,  coming  over  to  his  mother,  began  a 
murmured  conversation.  Daphne,  still  breath- 
mg  quick,  consented  to  talk  to  Dr.  Lelius  and 
Mrs.    French.    Lelius,    who   traveUed   widely 
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had  brought  her  news  of  some  pictures  in  a 
chAteau  of  the  Bourbonnais— pictures  that  her 
whole  mind  was  set  on  acquiring.  Elsie  French 
noticed  the  expertise  of  her  talk ;  the  inteUectual 
development  it  implied;  the  passion  of  will 
which  accompanied  it.  "  To  the  doUar.  all  things 
are  possible,"— one  might  have  phrased  it  so. 

The  soft  September  air  came  in  through 
the  open  windows,  from  a  garden  flooded  with 
western  sun.  Suddenly  through  the  subdued 
talk  which  fiUed  the  drawing-room-each  group 
m  It  avoiding  the  other-the  sound  of  a  motor 
arnving  made  itself  heard. 

"Heavens I  who  on  earth  knows  we're 
here  ?     said  Barnes,  looking  up. 

For  they  had  only  been  camping  a  week  in 
the  house,  far  too  busy  to  think  of  neighbours. 
They  sat  expectant  and  annoyed,  reproaching 
each  other  with  not  having  told  the  butler  to 
say  'Not  at  home."  Lady  Barnes's  attitude 
had  m  It  somethmg  else-a  little  anxiety ;  but 
It  escaped  notice.  Steps  came  through  the 
haU,  and  the  butler,  throwing  open  the  door 
announced—  ' 

"Mrs.  Feirmile." 

with^S^'^'^'^^u^'"'^^'*-    His  mother, 
vwth  a  httle  gasp,  caught  him  by  the  arm  in- 

m^v.  ^^^-    ,^'''  ^^  ^  ^^"^^^  rise^d  a 
movement  of  confusion,   till   the  new-comer 
advancmg,  offered  her  hand  to  Dap^e 
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"  I  am  afraid,  Mrs.  Barnes,  I  am  disturbing 
you  all.  The  butler  told  me  you  had  only 
been  here  a  few  days.  But  Lady  Barnes  and 
your  husband  are  such  old  friends  of  mine 
that,  as  soon  as  I  heard— through  our  old 
postmistress,  I  think--that  you  had  arrived  I 
thought  I  might  venture." 

The  charming  voice  dropped,  and  the  speaker 
waited,  smiling,  her  eyes  fixed  on  Daphne. 
Daphne  had  taken  her  hand  in  some  bewilder- 
ment, and  was  now  looking  at  her  husband  for 
assistance.  It  was  clear  to  Elsie  French,  in  the 
background,  that  Daphne  neither  knew  the 
lady  nor  the  lady's  name,  and  that  the  visit 
had  taken  her  entirely  by  surprise. 

Barnes  recovered  himself  quickly.  "  I  had 
no  idea  you  were  in  these  parts,"  he  said,  as  he 
brought  a  chair  forward  for  the  visitor,  and 
stood  beside  her  a  moment. 

Lady  Barnes,  observing  him,  as  she  stiffly 
greeted  the  new-comer— his  cool  manner,  his 
deepened  colour— felt  the  usual  throb  of  maternal 
pride  in  him,  intensified  by  alarm  and  excite- 
ment. 

"Oh,  I  am  staying  a  day  or  two  with 
Duchess  Mary,"  said  the  new-comer.  "She 
is  a  little  older— and  no  less  gouty,  poor  dear 
than  she  used  to  be.  Mrs.  Barnes,  I  have 
heard  a  great  deal  of  you— though  you  mayn't 
know  anything  about  me.    Ah  1   Dr.  Lelius  ?  " 
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The  German,  bowing  awkwardly,  yet  radiant, 
came  forward  to  take  the  hand  extended  to 
him. 

"They  did  nothing  but  talk  about  you  at 
the  Louvre,  when  I  was  there  last  week,"  she 
said,  with  a  little  confidential  nod.  "  You  have 
made  them  horribly  uncomfortable  about  some 
of  their  things.  Isn't  it  a  pity  to  know  too 
much  ? " 

She  turned  towards  Daphne.  "  I'm  afraid 
that's  your  case  too."  She  smiled,  and  the 
smile  lit  up  a  face  full  of  delicate  lines  and 
wrinkles,  which  no  effort  had  been  made  to 
disguise;  a  tired  face,  where  the  eyes  spoke 
from  caverns  of  shade,  yet  with  the  most 
appealing  and  persuasive  beauty. 

"Do  you  mean  about  pictures?"  said 
Daphne,  a  little  coldly.  "I  don't  know  as 
much  as  Dr.  Lelius." 

Humour  leapt  into  the  eyes  fixed  upon  her  • 
but   Mrs.    Faimule   only   said:     "That's   not 
given  to  the  rest  of  us  mortals.    But  after  all 
haying's    better    than    knowing.     Don't— don't 
you  possess  the  Vitali  SignoreUi  ? " 

Her  voice  was  most  musical  and  flattering 
Daphne  smiled  in  spite  of  herself.  "  Yes  we 
do  It's  in  London  now— waiting  till  we'  can 
find  a  place  for  it." 

"  You  must  let  me  make  a  pilgrimage- 
when  It  comes.    But  you  know  you'd  find  a 
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number  of  things  at  Upcott— where  I'm  staying 
now— that  would  interest  you.  I  forget  whether 
you've  met  the  Duchess  ?  " 

"  This  is  our  first  week  here,"  said  Roger, 
interposing.  "  The  house  has  been  let  till  now! 
We  came  down  to  see  what  could  be  made 
of  it." 

His  tone  was  only  just  civil.  His  mother, 
looking  on,  said  to  herself  that  he  was  angry 
— and  with  good  reason. 

But  Mrs.  Fairmile  still  smiled. 

"  Ah  !  the  Lelys  !  "  she  cried,  raismg  her 
hand  slightly  towards  the  row  of  portraits  on 
the  wall.  "  The  dear  impossible  things  !  Are 
you  still  discussing  them— as  we  used  to  do  ?  " 

Daphne  startec.  "You  know  this  house 
then  ?  " 

The  smile  broadened  into  a  laugh  of  amuse- 
ment, as  Mrs.  Fairmile  turned  to  Roger's 
mother. 

"  Don't  I,  dear  Lady  Barnes— don't  I  know 
this  house  ?  " 

Lady  Barnes  seemed  to  straighten  in  her 
chair.  "  Well,  you  were  here  often  enough  to 
know  it,"  she  said  abruptly.  "  Daphne,  Mrs. 
Fainnile  is  a  distant  cousin  of  ours." 

"  Distant,  but  quite  enough  to  swear  by !  " 
said  the  visitor,  gaily.  "  Yes,  Mrs.  Barnes,  I 
knew  this  house  very  well  in  old  days.  It  has 
many   charming   points."    She   looked    round 
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with  a  face  that  had  suddenly  become  cooUv 

cntical,  an  embodied  inteUigence  ^ 

Daphne,   as  though  divining  for  the  first 

tZ  J..'^'*'"''  ^°^*^y  °^  ^^^  ^teel,  began  to 

showtff  f         1*^^^"^.  "^^^  ^  «^de^t  desire  to 
show  off,  to  make  an  impression.    Mrs.  Fairmile 

word  of  cnticism  or  comment,  in  the  soffit 

s^t^Dan"  •  .  f."*  ^°'^^^-'  whenever  The 
RMv  n^/  f^Jt  vaguely  irritated.  She  was 
generaUy  put   shghtly  in    the   wrong   bv   hpr 

She  hflrf  o  lo     I-  ^  ^^  disconcerting. 

i>lie  had  a  laughing  way,  moreover,  of  aDDealin^ 
to  Roger  Banies  himself  to  suppc^rt  a  S- 
ion  or  an  opinion,  which  pres^tly  prXef  a 
contraction  of  Daphne's  brows     ^0^17^ 
woman  ?    A  cou/n    o  .      •       ,  '^  ^^^ 

inch  of  the  hou^^cl       "^  !^°  ^^'^  ^^^^ 
i  uie  nouse,  anjf  seemed  to  be  one  nf 

Rogtis    closest    friends?     It    was    reallv    f. 

to  which  she  w.  notltf  «1d'."rS 
meanwhile,  turned  to  \frc    t?  •      i  •*-®"us, 

she  was  allo^  to  :  "^k   IT^"'  '''''"'''"' 

inarticulate  deference  n^H  *J°^°"'  >"** 

uererence  he  had  never  shown  to  his 
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hostess.  They  understood  each  other  at  a  word 
or  a  glance.  Beside  them  Daphne,  with  all  her 
cleverness,  soon  appeared  as  a  child  for  whom 
one  makes  allowances. 

A  vague  anger  swelled  in  her  throat.  She 
noticed,  too,  Roger's  silence  and  Lady  Barnes's 
discomfort.  There  was  clearly  something  he/e 
that  had  been  kept  from  her — something  to 
be  unravelled ! 

Suddenly  the  new-comer  rose.  Mrs.  Fair- 
mile  wore  a  dress  of  some  pale  grey  stuff,  cob- 
web-light and  transparent,  over  a  green  satin. 
It  had  the  effect  of  sea-water,  and  her  grey  hat, 
with  its  pale  green  wreath,  framed  the  golden- 
grey  of  her  hair.  Every  one  of  her  few  adorn- 
ments was  exquisite — so  was  her  grace  as  she 
moved.  Daphne's  pink-and-black  vivacity  be- 
side her  seemed  a  pinchbeck  thing. 

"  Well,  now,  when  will  you  all  come  to 
Upcott  ?  "  Mrs.  Fairmile  said  graciously,  as 
she  shook  hands.  "  The  Duchess  will  be  en- 
chanted to  see  you  any  day,  and- 
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Thank  you !  but  we  really  can't  come  so 
far,"  said  a  determined  voice.  "  We  have  only  a 
shaky  old  motor — our  new  one  isn't  ready  yet — 
and  besides,  we  want  all  our  time  for  the  house." 
"  You  make  him  work  so  hard  ?  " 
Mrs.  Fairmile,  laughing,  pointed  to  the 
speaker.  Roger  looked  up  involuntarily,  and 
Daphne  saw  the  look. 
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"J^^'^^lj!^   ''°*^S   *°    *^0'"    she   said, 
qmckly.    "Thank  you  very  much:    we  wUl 

certauJy  come.    I'U  write  to  you.    How  many 
nuies  diQ  you  say  it  was  ?  " 

"  Oh    nothing  for  a  motor  I—twenty-five 
We  used  to  think  it  nothing  for  a  ride,  didn't 

fh.^*  ^^"i'''"'  7''°  "^^  J"=*  P»^g  through 
tte  door,   turned  towards  Roger,  who,   with 

I^us,  was  escorting  her,  with  a  last  gesture- 
gay,  yet,  hke  aU  her  gestures,  charged  with  a 
slight  yet  deUberate  significance. 

They  disappeared.    Daphne  walked  to  the 
window,  biting  her  Up. 

■nfo"^.,*^  "°°f  ^^^'^  "'■■'^rt  French  came 
into  the  room,  looking  a  little  shy  and  ill  at 
ease,  and  behind  him  three  persons,  a  cle^g^ 

annoyance.  "^ 

his^Ti'i"*'?'^""^  Archdeacon  Mountford, 

^^^fhT-an^Stlr-^-rr 

was^vf.!rL*m  ""S^a^^^'y-    Her  colour 
was  very  bright,  her  eyes  a  httle  absent  and 
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wild.  The  two  ladies,  both  clad  in  pale  brown 
stuffs,  large  mushroom  hats,  and  stout  country 
boots,  eyed  her  nervously,  and  as  they  sat 
down,  at  her  bidding,  they  left  the  Archdeacon 
—who  was  the  vicar  of  the  neighboTing  town 
—to  explain,  with  much  amiable  stammering, 
that  seeing  the  Duchess's  motor  at  the  front 
door,  as  they  were  crossing  the  park,  they  pre- 
sumed that  visitors  were  admitted,  and  had 
ventured  to  call. 

Daphne  received  the  explanation  without 
ajiy  cordiality.  She  did  indeed  bid  the  callers 
sit  down,  and  ordered  some  fresh  tea.  But  she 
took  no  pains  to  entertain  them,  and  if  Lady 
Barnes  and  Herbert  French  had  not  come  to 
the  rescue,  they  would  have  fared  but  ill 
The  Archdeacon,  in  fact,  did  come  to  griei. 
For  him  Mrs.  Barnes  was  just  a  "  foreigner." 
imported  from  some  unknown  and,  of  course, 
inferior  milieu,  one  who  had  never  been  "a 
happy  Enghsh  child,"  and  must  therefore  be 
treated  with  indulgence.  He  endeavoured  to 
talk  to  her— kindly— about  her  country.  A 
branch  of  his  own  family,  he  informed  her,  had 
settled  about  a  hundred  years  before  this  date 
in  the  United  States.  He  gave  her,  at  some 
length,  the  genealogy  of  the  branch,  then  of 
the  main  stock  to  which  he  himself  belonged, 
presuming  that  she  was,  at  any  rate,  acquainted 
with  the  name  ?    It  was,  he  said,  his  strong 


1 

a 


;'^ 


DAPHNE  „9 

opinion    that    American    women    were    v.ry 
bnght."    For  himself  he  could  not  say  that 
he  evoi  disliked  the  accent,  it  was  so  "  quaint  " 
Did  Mrs   Barnes  know  many  of  the  American 
bishops  ?    He  himself  had  met  a  large  number 
of  them  at  a  reception  at  the  Church  House,  but 
rt  had  reaUy  made  him  quite  uncomfortable  r 
They  wore  no  official  dress,  and  there  was  he 
-a  mere  Archdeacon  !~in  gaiters.     And    of 
course,  no  one  thought  of  caUing  them  "'my 
1?    ;•  t,        *^^rtainly  was  very  curious-to  an 
Englishman.    And  Methodist  bishops  I-such  as 
he  was  told  America  possessed  in  plenty— that 
was  stiU  more  cm-ious.    One  of  the  Episco- 
palian bishops,  however,  had  preached-in  West- 
mmster  Abbey-a  remarkable  sermon,   on   a 
very  sad  subject,  not  perhaps  a  subject  to  be 

discussed  m  a  drawing-room— but  still 

Suddenly  the  group  on  the  other  side  of 
the  room  became  aware  that  the  Archdeacon's 

Tw  VT^^  ^^^  ^^"^  ^^^^y  interrupted 
7tt    f^!"^^'  ""^^  ^"'  ^^  ^^Iding  the  field. 
A  gust  of  talk  arose-Daphne  declaiming,  the 
Archdeacon,  after  a  first  pause  of  astonistoent 
changmg   aspect   and   tone.    French,    looking 

tTol?  '^"uT"^'  '^^  *^^  ^^k   °f   conven- 
tional amiability  stripped  from  what  was  really 

a  strong  and  rather  tyrannical  face.    The  man's 

pronunent  mouth  and  long  upper  lip  emeTgTd 

He  drew  his  chair  back  from  DaphneT'Te 
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tried  once  or  twice  to  stop  or  argue  with  her, 
and  finally  he  rose  abruptly. 

"My  dear!"— his  wife  turned  hastily— 
"  We  must  not  detain  Mrs.  Barnes  longer  I  " 

The  two  ladies  looked  at  the  Archdeacon 
—the  god  of  their  idolatry ;  then  at  Daphne. 
Hurriedly,  like  birds  frightened  by  a  shot, 
they  crossed  the  room  and  just  touched  their 
hostess's  hand;  the  Archdeacon,  making  up 
for  their  precipitancy  by  a  double  dose  of 
dignity,  bowed  himself  out;  the  door  closed 
behind  them. 

"  Da  me  !— my  dear  !  what  is  the  mat- 
ter ?  *'        d  Lady  Barnes,  in  dismay. 

"  I  spoke  to  me  impertinently  about  my 
coimt  1 "  said  Daphne,  turning  upon  her, 
her  biack  eyes  blazing,  her  cheeks  white  with 
excitement. 

"  The  Archdeacon  !— he  is  always  so  polite." 

"He  talked  Hke  a  fool— about  things  he 
doesn't  imderstand  !  "  was  Daphne's  curt  reply, 
as  she  gathered  up  her  hat  and  some  letters, 
and  moved  towards  the  door. 

"  About  what  ?  My  dear  Daphne !  He 
could  not  possibly  have  meant  to  offend  you ! 
Could  he,  Mr.  French  ?  "  Lady  Barnes  turned 
plaintively  towards  her  very  uncomfortable 
companions. 

Daphne  confronted  her. 

"  If  he  chooses  to  think  America  immoral 
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and  degraded  because  American  divorce  laws 
are  different  from  the  English  laws,  let  him 
thmk  It !— but  he  has  no  business  to  air  his 
views  to  an  American— at  a  first  visit,  too ! " 
said  Daphne  passionately,  and,  drawing  herself 
up  she  swept  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the 
others  dumbfoundered. 

"  a'?^^^^  l?^  ^^^ '  "  ^^^  ^dy  Barnes. 
And  the  Archdeacon  is  so  important !  Daphne 
might  have  been  rude  to  anybody  else—but  not 
to  the  Archdeacon  1 " 

"  How  did  they  manage  to  get  into  such  a 
subject-so  quickly  ?  "  asked  Elsie  in  bewilder- 
ment. 

"I  suppose  he  took  it  for  granted  that 
Daphne  agreed  with  him  I    All  decent  people 

Lady  Barnes's  wrath  was  evident— so  was 
her  mdiscretion.    Elsie  French  applied  hereelf 
to  soothmg  her,   while   Herbert   French   dis- 
appeared mto  the  garden  with  a  book.    His 
wife,   however,    presently  observed   from   the 
drawmg-room  that  he  was  not  reading      He 
was  pacing  the  lawn,  with  his  hands  behind 
hrni    and  his  eyes  on  the  grass.    The  sUght 
slowly^novmg  figure  stood  for  meditation.  Ind 
Jilsie  French  knew  enough  to  understand  that 
the    mcidents    of   the    afternoon    might    well 
supply  any  friend  of  Roger  Barnes's  with  food 
for  meditation.    Herbert  had  not  been  in  the 
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drawing-room  when  Mrs.  Fairmile  was  calling, 
but  no  doubt  he  had  met  her  in  the  hall  when 
she  was  on  her  way  to  her  carriage. 

Meanwhile  Daphne,  in  her  own  room,  was 
also  employed  in  meditation.    She  had  thrown 
herself,  frowning,  into  a  chair  beside  a  window 
which   overlooked   the   park.    The  landscape 
had  a  gentle  charm— spreading  grass,  low  hills, 
and  scattered  woods— under  a  warm  Septem- 
ber sun.    But  it  had  no  particular  accent,  and 
Daphne  thought  it  both  tame  and  depressing  ; 
like  an  English  society  made  up  of  Archdeacon 
Mountfords  and  their  womenkind!     What   a 
futile,  irritating  man  !— and  what  dull  creatures 
were  the  wife  and  sister  I— mere  echoes  of  their 
lord  and  master.    She  had  behaved  badly,  of 
course ;  in  a  few  days  she  supposed  the  report 
of  her  outburst  would  be  all  over  the  place 
She  did  not  care.     Even  for  Roger's  sake  she 
was  not  going  to  cringe  to  these  poor  provincial 
standards. 

And  all  the  time  she  knew  very  well  that  it 
was  not  the  Archdeacon  and  his  fatuities  that 
were  really  at  fault.  The  afternoon  had  been 
decided  not  by  the  Mountfords'  call,  but  by 
that  which  had  preceded  it. 


CHAPTER   VI 

Mrs.  Barnes,  however,  made  no  immediate 
reference  to  the  matter  which  was  in  truth  fill- 
ing her  mind.  She  avoided  her  husband  and 
mother-m-law,  both  of  whom  were  clearly 
anxious  to  capture  her  attention  ;  and,  by  way 
of  protecting  herself  from  them,  she  spent  the 
late  afternoon  in  looking  through  Italian  photo- 
graphs with  Dr.  Lelius. 

But  about  seven  o'clock  Roger  found  her 
lying  on  her  sofa,  her  hands  clasped  behind 
her  head— frowning— the  lips  working. 

He  came  m  ther  consciously,  glancing  at 
his  wife  m  hesitation. 

"  Are  you  tired,  Daphne  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  then  !  "  He 
stooped  over  her  and  looked  into  her  eyes 

Daphne  made  no  reply.  She  continued  to 
look  straight  before  her. 

'  What's  the  matter  with  you  ? »  he  said 
at  last.  ' 

"  I'm  wondering,"  said  Daphne  slowly,  "  how 
many  more  cousins  and  great  friends  you  have, 
that  I  know  nothing  about.    I  think  another 
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time  it  would  be  civil— just  that  I— to  give  me 
a  word  of  warning." 

Roger  puUed  at  his  moustache.  "  I  hadn't 
an  idea  she  was  within  a  thousand  miles  of  this 
place  I  But,  if  I  had,  I  couldn't  have  imagined 
she  would  have  the  face  to  come  here  I  " 

"  Who  is  she  ?  "  With  a  sudden  movement 
Daphne  turned  her  eyes  upon  him. 

"Well,  there's  no  good  making  any  bones 
about  it,"  said  the  man,  flushing.  "She's  a 
girl  I  was  once  engaged  to— for  a  very  short 
time,"  he  added  hastily.  "It  was  the  week 
before  my  father  died,  and  our  smash  came. 
As  soon  as  it  came  she  threw  me  over." 

Daphne's  intense  gaze,  under  the  slightly 
frowning  brows,  disquieted  him. 

"  How  long  were  you  engaged  to  her  ?  " 

"Three  weeks." 

"  Had  she  been  staying  here  before  that  ?  " 

"  Yes— she  often  stayed  here.  Daphne ! 
don't  look  like  that !  She  treated  me  abomin- 
ably ;  and  before  I  married  you  I  had  come  not 
to  care  twopence  about  her." 

"  You  did  care  about  her  when  you  proposed 
to  me  ?  " 

"  No  !— not  at  all !  Of  course,  when  I  went 
out  to  New  York  I  was  sore,  because  she  had 
thrown  me  over." 

"And  I"— Daphne  made  a  scornful  lip— 
"  was  the  feather-bed  to  catch  you  as  you  fell. 
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It  never  occurred  to  you  that  it  might  have  been 

honourable  to  tell  me  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know— I  never  asked  you  to 

tell  me  of  your  affairs  I " 

Roger,   his  hands  in   his  pockets,   looked 

round  at  her  with  an  awkward  laugh. 

"  I  told  you  everything  !  "    was  the  quick 

reply—"  everything." 

Roger  uncomfortably  remembered  that  so 

indeed  it  had  been  ;  an    moreover  that  he  had 

been  a  good  deal  bored  at  the  time  by  Daphne's 

confessions. 

He  had  not  been  enough  in  love  with  her 

then— to  find  them  of  any  great  account.    And 
certainly  it  had  never  occurred  to  him  to  pay 
them  back  in  kind.    What  did  it  matter  to 
her  or  to  anyone  that  Chloe  Morant  had  made 
a  fool  of  him  ?    His  recollection  of  the  fooling, 
at  the  time  he  proposed  to  Daphne,  was  still  so 
poignant  that  it  would  have  been  impossible  to 
speak  of  it.    And  within  a  few  months  afterwards 
he  had  practicaUy  forgotten  it— and  Chloe  too. 
Of  course   he   could   not   see   her  again,    for 
the  first  time,  without  being  "a  bit  upset"; 
mostly,  indeed,  by  the  boldness— the  brazen- 
ness— of  her  behaviour.    But  his  emotions  were 
of  no  tragic  strength,  and,  as  Lady  Barnes  had 
complained  to  Mrs.  French,  he  was  now  honestly 
m  love  with  Daphne  and  his  child. 

So  that  he  had  nothing  but  impatience  and 
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aJinoyance  for  the  recollection  of  the  visit  of 
the  afternoon;  and  Daphne's  attitude  dis- 
tressed him  Why,  she  was  as  pale  as  a  ghost ! 
His  thoughts  sent  Chloe  Fairmile  to  the  deuce. 
Look  here,  dear  I  "  he  said,  kneeling  down 
suddenly  beside  his  uife-"  don't  you  get  any 
nonsense  into  your  head.  I'm  not  the  kind 
of  fellow  who  goes  philandering  after  a  woman 
when  she's  jilted  him.    I   took  her  measure, 

.K       ./''''.^''^P*'^  ^^  ^  ^e^er  gave  her 
another   thought.      I    forgot    her,    delr-bag 
and  baggage  !    Kiss  me.  Daphne '  " 
But  Daphne  still  held  him  at  bay 
"  How  long  were  you  engaged  to  her  ?  " 
she  repeated. 

"  I've  told  you— three  weeks  !  "    said  the 
-nan,  reluctantly. 

"  How  long  had  you  known  her  '  " 

nf  t\t  ^^^  ^'  *r-  ^^^  ^^  ^  ^stant  cousin 
of  father  s.  Her  father  was  Governor  of  Madras 
and  her  mother  was  dead.  She  couldn't  stand 
India  for  long  together,  and  she  used  to  stay 
about  with  relations.  Why  she  took  a  fancy 
tome  I  c^t  imagine.  She's  so  booky  and 
artistic,  and  that  kind  of  thing,  that  I  never 
understood  half  the  time  what  she  was  talking 
about.  Now  you're  just  as  clever,  you  know 
darlmg,  but  I  do  understand  you." 

Roger's  conscience  made  a 'few  dim  remon- 
strances.   It  asked  him  whether  in  fact,  standing 
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on  his  own  qualifications  and  advantages  of 
quite  a  different  kind,  he  had  not  always  felt 
himself  triumphantly  more  than  a  match  for 
Chloe  and  her  Jeveiness.  But  he  paid  no  heed 
to  them.  He  >^aF  engaged  in  stroking  Daphne's 
fingers  and  sti.(;\ing  the  small  set  face. 

"  Whom  did  she  marry  ?  "    asked  Daphne, 
putting  an  end  to  the  stroking. 

"  A  fellow  in  the  army— Major  Fairmile— a 
smart,^  popular  sort  of  chap.  He  was  her 
father's  aide-de-camp  when  they  married- 
just  after  we  did— and  they've  been  in  India, 
or  Egypt,  ever  since.  They  don't  get  on.  and 
I  suppose  she  comes  and  quarters  herself  on  the 
old  Duchess— as  she  used  to  on  us." 

"  You  seem  to  know  all  about  her !  Yes, 
I  remember  now,  I've  heard  people  speak  of 
her  to  you.  Mrs.  Fairmile— Mrs.  Fairmile— 
yes,  I  remember,"  said  Daphne,  in  a  brooding 
voice,  her  cheeks  becoming  suddenly  very  red. 
"Your  uncle  — in  town  —  mentioned  her.  I 
didn't  take  any  notice." 

"Why  should  you  ?    She  doesn't  matter  a 
fig,  either  to  you  or  to  me  !  " 

"It  matters  to  me  very  much  that  these 
people  who  spoke  of  her-your  uncle  and  the 
others-knew  what  I  didn't  know!"  cried 
Daphne,  passionately.  She  stared  at  Roger 
strangely  conscious  that  something  epoch-mak- 
ing and  decisive  had  happened.    Roger  had  had 
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a  secret  from  her  all  these  years— that  was  what 
had  happened  ;  and  now  she  had  discovered  it. 
That  he  could  have  a  secret  from  her,  however, 
was  the  real  discovery.  She  felt  a  fierce  resent- 
ment, and  yet  a  kind  of  added  respect  for  him. 
All  the  time  he  had  been  the  private  owner  of 
thoughts  and  recollections  that  she  had  no 
part  in,  and  the  fact  roused  in  her  tumult  and 
bitterness.  Nevertheless  the  disturbance  which 
it  produced  in  her  sense  of  property,  the  shock 
and  anguish  of  it,  brought  back  something  of 
the  passion  of  love  she  had  felt  in  the  first 
year  of  their  marriage. 

During  these  three  years  she  had  more  than 
once  shown  herself  insanely  jealous  for  the 
merest  trifles.  But  Roger  had  always  laughed 
at  her,  and  she  had  ended  by  laughing  at  herself. 
Yet  all  the  time  he  had  had  this  secret. 
She  sat  looking  at  him  hard  with  her  as- 
tonishing eyes ;  and  he  grew  more  and  more 
uneasy. 

"Well,  some  of  them  knew,"  he  said, 
answering  her  last  reproach.  "  And  they  knew 
that  I  was  jolly  well  quit  of  her !  I  suppose 
I  ought  to  have  told  you.  Daphne— of  course  I 
ought— I'm  sorry.  But  the  fact  was  I  never 
wanted  to  think  of  her  again.  And  I  certainly 
never  want  to  see  her  again  I  Why,  in  the  name 
of  goodness,  did  you  accept  that  tea-fight  ?  " 
"  Because  I  mean  to  go." 
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"Then  you'U  have  to  go  without  me,"  was 
the  incautious  reply. 

I  .!'?'','  ^  y""'""*  ^^'^'^  °f  Meeting  her! 
I  shaU  know  what  to  think,  if  you  don't  go." 
Da^ne  sat  erect,  her  hands  clasped  round  her 

Roger  made  a  sound  of  wrath,  and  threw 
h^  cigarette  into  the  fire.    Then,  turning  ro^d 
again  to  face  her,  he  tried  to  control  hhnself. 
Look  here.  Daphne,  don't  let  us  ouarr^I 
about  this.     n.  teU  you  eve^^g  yo„'"C 
to  know-the  whole  beastly  sto^^..    But  it  ca^ 
be   pleasant  to  me  to  meet    a   woman   who 
treated  me  as  she  did-and  it  oughtn't  to  be 
pleasant    to    you    either.     It     wl    like    her 
audacity  to  come  this  afternoon." 

again  r'  T"'"  """*'   *°  ^''  ^°^^  «*  yo" 

^ri  violin  "^'""^   "P   '^    '^^   ^P°ke 

with  a  violen,    ..ovement,  her  face  blazing. 

th»  ,^°!T!!^'    «he  came  out  of  nothing  in 

ml  ""!*  '"""^'^y-  ^<J  "^aose  she  hkS 

weU^otrP%""T'°'"'°^^^'«-    She  knew  ve^ 
weU  mother  and  I  didn't  want  her  I  "  ^ 

cut  the  more  he  tried  to  nersuadp  h.r  ♦!, 

more    determined    was    Daph^T  pa^  the' 

promi^d  visit,  and  that  he  shcJd  payT,^th 

h^self  :  T  ^"^  **  ''^t'  '"d  sUaUowed 
herself   to    be   soothed    and    caressed     TiZ 

6       ^ner  a  tragi-conuc  account  of  the  three 
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weeks'  engagement,  and  the  manner  in  which 
it  had  been  broken  off :  caustic  enough,  one 
might  have  thought,  to  satisfy  the  most  un- 
friendly listener.    Daphne  heard  it  all  quietly. 

Then  her  maid  came,  and  she  donned  a 
tea-gov-Ti. 

When  Roger  returned,  after  (dressing,  he 
found  her  still  abstracted. 

"  I  suppose  you  kissed  her  ?  "  she  said 
abruptly,  as  they  stood  by  the  fire  together. 

He  broke  out  in  laughter  and  annoyance, 
and  called  her  a  little  goose,  with  his  arm  round 
her. 

But  she  persisted.     "  You  did  kiss  her  ?  " 

"  Well,  of  course  I  did !  What  else  is  one 
engaged  for  ?  " 

"  I'm  certain  she  wished  for  a  great  deal  of 
kissing  !  "  said  Daphne,  quickly. 

Roger  was  silent.  Suddenly  there  swept 
through  him  +he  memory  of  the  scene  in  the 
orchard,  and  with  it  an  admission — wrung,  as 
it  were,  from  a  wholly  unwilling  self — that  it 
had  remained  for  him  a  scene  unique  and  un- 
approached.  In  that  one  hour  the  "muddy 
vesture "  of  common  feeling  and  desire  that 
closed  in  his  manhood  had  taken  fire  and  burnt 
to  a  pure  flame,  fusing,  so  it  seemed,  body  and 
soul.  He  had  not  thought  of  it  for  years,  but 
now  that  he  was  made  to  think  of  it,  the  old 
thrill  returned — a  memory  of  something  heavenly. 
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ecstatic,   far  transcending  the  common  hours 
and  the  common  eanh. 

The  next  moment  he  had  thrown  the  recol- 
lection angrily  from  him.  Stooping  to  his  wife 
he  kissed  her  warmly.  "  Look  here.  Daphne  ! 
I  wish  you'd  let  that  woman  alone  I  Have  I 
ever  looked  at  anyone  but  you,  old  girl,  since 
that  day  at  Mount  Vernon  ?  " 

Daphne  let  him  hold  her  close ;  but  aU  the 
time,  thoughts—ugly  thoughts— hke  "little 
mice  stole  in  and  out."  The  notion  of  Roeer 
and  that  woman  in  the  past,  engaged-always 
together,  m  each  other's  arms,  tormented  her 
unendurably. 

She  did  not,  however,  say  a  word  to  Ladv 
Barnes  on  the  subject.  The  morning  following 
Mrs.  F^nmle  s  visit  that  lady  bega^  a  raTef 
awkward  explanation  of  Chloe  Fairmile's  place 
in  the  family  history,  and  of  the  reasons  for 
Rogers  silence  and  her  own.  Daphne  took 
It  apparently  with  complete  indifference  and 
managed  to  cut  it  short  in  the  mid^         ^^ 

busiW  ""It  h'^'  ^'"^^^  "^^^  *^«   ^hole 
busmess      and  her  resentment  showed  itself 

first  of  all,  m  a  more  and  more  drastic  treatment 
of  Heston  its  pictures,  decorations  and  appS 
m^'  ,^^y  ^---  dared  not  oppose  her  ^y 
more.    She  understood  that  if  she  were  thwarted 
or  evea  cnticised,  Daphne  would  simply  dSSie 
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to  live  tliere,  and  her  own  link  with  the  place 
would  be  once  more  broken.  So  she  withdrew 
angrily  from  the  scene,  and  tried  not  to  know 
what  was  going  on.  MeanwhUe  a  note  of  in- 
vitation had  been  addressed  to  Daphne  by  the 
Duchess,  and  had  been  accepted;  Roger  had 
been  reminded,  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet, 
that  go  he  must ;  and  Dr.  Lelius  had  transferred 
hmiself  from  Heston  to  Upcott,  and  the  com- 
panionship of  Mrs.  Fairmile. 

It  was  the  last  day  of  the  Frenches'  visit. 
Roger  and  Herbert  French  had  been  trying  to 
get  a  brace  or  two  of  partridges  on  the  long- 
neglected  and  much-poached  estate  ;  and  on  the 
way  home  French  expressed  a  hope  that,  now 
they  were  to  settle  at  Heston,  Roger  would  take 
up  some  of  the  usual  duties  of  the  country 
gentleman.     He  spoke  in  the  half-jesting  way 
characteristic  of  the  modem  Mentor.     The  old 
didactics  have  long  gone  out  of  fashion,  and  the 
moralist  of  to-day,   instead  of  preaching,   ore 
reiundo,  must  only  "  hint  a  fault  and  hesitate 
dislike."    But,  hide  it  as  he  might,  there  was 
an  ethical  and  religious  passion  in  French  that 
would  out,  and  was  soon  indeed  to  drive  him 
from  Eton  to  a  town  parish.     He  had  been 
ordained  some  two  years  before  this  date. 

It  was  this  inborn  pastoral  gift,  just  as  real 
as  the  literary  or  artistic  gifts,  and  containing 
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the  same  potentialities  of  genius  as  they,  which 
was  leading  him  to  feel  a  deep  anxiety  about 
the  Barnes's  mdnage.  It  seemed  to  him  neces- 
sary that  Daphne  should  respect  her  husband  • 
and  Roger,  in  a  state  of  complete  idleness,  was 
not  altogether  rei.  aect-able. 

So,  with  much  quizzing  of  him  as  "the 
Squire,"  French  tried  to  goad  his  companion 
mto  some  of  a  Squire's  duties.  "  Stand  for  the 
County  Council,  old  fellow,"  he  said.  "  Your 
tf^do'^^  °^  ^*'  and  it'll  give  you  something 

To  his  surprise  Roger  at  once  acquiesced. 
He   was  striding  along  in   cap   and   knicker- 
bockers, his  curly  hair  still  thick  and  golden 
on  his  temples,  his  clear  skin  flushed  with  exer- 
cise, his  general   physical   aspect   even   more 
splendid  than  it  had  been  in  his  first  youth. 
Beside  him,   the  slender  figure  and  pleasant 
irregular  face  of  Herbert  French  would  have 
been  altogether  effaced    and   edipsed  but  for 
the  Eton  master's  two  striking  points :    pre- 
maturely  white    hair,    remarkably    thick   and 

'^TcC^nT  "^  '^"^  ^'"'  ^'^'  ^^^"^"^ 

think  they  d  have  me.    Beastly  bore,  of  course  I 
But  ones  got  to  do  something  for  one's  keep." 

scion^    TK      '°^^  "^^^  ^  ''^^'  ^^Shtly  con- 
scious.   The  position  he  had  occupied  for  some 
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three  years,  of  the  idle  and  penniless  husband 
dependent  on  his  wife's  dollars,  was  not,  he 
knew,  an  exalted  one  in  French's  eyes. 

"Oh!  you'll  find  it  quite  tolerable,"  said 
French.  "Roads  and  schools  do  as  well  as 
an^^hing  else  to  break  one's  teeth  on.  We 
shall  see  you  a  magistrate  directly." 

Roger  laughed.  "That  would  be  a  good 
one  I— I  say,  you  know,  I  hope  Daphne's  going 
to  like  Heston." 

French  hoped  so  too,  guardedly. 

"  I  hear  the  Archdeacon  got  on  her  nerves 
yesterday  ?  " 

He  looked  at  his  companion  with  a  slight 
laugh  and  a  shrug. 

"  That  doesn't  matter." 

"  I  don't  know.  He's  rather  a  spiteful  old 
party.  And  Daphne's  accustomed  to  be  made 
a  lot  of,  you  know.  In  London  there's  always 
a  heap  of  people  making  up  to  her— and  in 
Paris,  too.  She  talks  uncommon  good  French 
—learnt  it  in  the  convent.  I  don't  understand 
a  word  of  what  they  talk  about— but  she's  a 
queen— I  can  teU  you!  She  doesn't  want 
Archdeacons  prating  at  her." 

"It'll  be  all  right  when  she  knows  the 
people" 

"Of  course,  mother  and  I  get  along  here 
aU  right.  We've  got  to  pick  up  the  threads 
again ;   but  we  do  know  all  the  people,  and  we 
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.lace  for  grandfather's  sake,  and 
all  the  rest  of  it.  But  there  isn't  much  to 
amuse  Daphne  here." 

"  She'll  be  doing  up  the  house." 
"  And  offending  mother  all  the  time.  I  say, 
French,  don't  you  think  art's  an  awful  nuisance  1 
When  I  hear  Lelius  yarning  on  about  quattro- 
cetUo  and  Hnque-cetUo,  I  could  drown  myself. 
No!  I  suppose  you're  tarred  with  the  same 
brush."  Roger  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Well, 
I  don't  care,  so  long  as  Daphne  gets  what  she 
wants,  and  the  place  suits  the  child."  His 
ruddy  countenance  took  a  shade  of  anxiety. 

French  inquired  what  reason  there  was  to 
suppose  that  Beatty  would  not  thrive  perfectly 
at  Heston.    Roger  could  only  say  that  the  child 
had  seemed  to  flag  a  little  since  their  arrival. 
Appetite  not  quite  so  good,   temper  difficult, 
and  so  on.    Their  smart  lady-nurse  was  not 
quite  satisfied.     "And  I've  been  finding  out 
about  doctors  here,"  the  young  father  went  on, 
knitting  his  brows:    "blokes,  most  of  them, 
and  such  old  blokes !    I  wouldn't  trust  Beatty 
to  one  of  them.    But  I've  heard  of  a  new  man 
at  Hereford— awfuUy  good,  they  say— a  wunner  ! 
And  after   all   a  motor  would  soon  run  him 
out !  " 

He  went  on  talking  eagerly  about  the  child, 
her  beauty,  her  cleverness,  the  plans  Daphne 
had  for  her  bringing  up,  and  so  on.    No  other 
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child  ever  had  been,  ever  could  be,  so  fetching 
so  "  cunning,"  so  lovely,  such  a  duck  f    The 
Frenches,    indeed,    possessed    a    boy    of    two, 
reputed    handsome.     Roger    wished    to    show 
himself  indijgent  to  anything  that  might  be 
pleaded   for  him.     "Dear  little  fellow !  "—of 
course.    But  Beatty  I    Well  I  it  was  surprising 
indeed,  that  he  should  find  himself  the  father 
of  such  a  little  miracle;  he  didn't  know  what 
he  d  done  to  deserve  it.     Herbert  French  smiled 
as  he  walked. 

"  Of  course,  I  hope  there'U  be  a  boy,"  said 
Roger  stopping  suddenly  to  look  at  Heston 
Fark,  half  a  mile  off,  emerging  from  the  trees. 
Daphne  would  like  a  boy-so  should  I,  and 
particularl.-  now  that  we've  got  the  old  house 
Da:k  agam  * 

He  stood  and  surveyed  it.     French  noticed 
in  the  growing  manliness  of  his  face  and  bearing 
the  signs  of  things  and  forces  ancestral,  of  those 
ghostly  hands  stretching  from  the  past  that  in 
a  long  settled  society  tend  to  push  a  man  into 
his  right  place  and  keep  him  there.     The  Barnes 
family  was  tolerable,  though  not  distinguished. 
Rogers    father's   great    temporary    success    in 
pontics  and  business  had  given  it  a  passing 
splendour,  now  quenched  in  the  tides  of  failure 
and  disaster  which  had  finaUy  overwhelmed  his 
career.     Roger  evidently  did  not  want  to  think 
much  about  his  Barnes  heritage.    But  it  was 
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clear  also  that  he  was  proud  of  the  Trescoes  ; 
that  he  had  fallen  back  upon  them,  so  to  <?peak. 
Since  the  fifteenth  century  there  had  always 
been  a  Trescoe  at  Heston ;  and  Roger  had 
already  taken  to  browsing  in  county  histories 
and  sorting  family  letters.  French  foresaw  a 
double-barrelled  surname  before  long-— perhaps, 
just  in  time  for  the  advent  of  the  future  son 
and  heir  who  was  already  a  personage  in  the 
mind,  if  not  yet  positively  expected. 

"My  dear  fellow,  I  hope  Mrs.  Barnes  will 
give  you  not  one  son,  but  many  I  "  he  said,  in 
answer  to  Iiis  companion's  outburst.  "  They're 
wanted  nowadays." 

Roger  nodded  and  smiled,  and  then  passed 
on  to  the  discussion  of  county  business  and 
county  people.     He  had  already,  it  seemed,  in- 
formed himself  to  a  rather  surprising  degree. 
The   shrewd,    upright    county   gentleman    was 
beginning  to  emerge,  oddly,  from  the  ApoUo. 
The  merits  and  absurdities  of  the  type  were 
already  there,  indeed,  in  posse.     How  persistent 
was  the  type,   and  the  instinct  I    A  man  of 
Roger's  antecedents  might  seem  to  swerve  from 
the  course ;   but  the  smallest  favourable  varia- 
tion of  circumstances,  and  there  he  was  again 
on   the   track,    dotting   happily   between   the 
shafts. 

"If  only   the   wife   plays   up  1 "     thought 
French. 
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The  recollection  of  Daphne,  indeed,  emerged 
simultaneously  in  both  minds. 

Daphne,  you  know,  won't  be  able  to  stand 
this  all  the  year  round,"  said  Roger.  "By 
George,  no  I  not  with  a  waggon-load  of  Leliuses!" 
Then,  with  a  sudden  veer  and  a  flush  :  "  I  say, 
French,  do  you  know  what  sort  of  state  tne 
Fairmile  marriage  is  in  by  now  ?  I  think  that 
lady  might  have  spared  her  call— don't  you  ?  " 

French  kept  his  eyes  on  the  path.  It  was 
the  first  time,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  that 
Roger  had  referred  to  the  incident.  Yet  the 
tone  of  the  questioner  implied  a  past  history. 
It  was  to  him,  indeed,  that  Roger  had  come, 
m  the  first  bitterness  of  his  young  grief  and 
anger,  after  the  "jilting."  French  had  tried 
to  help  him,  only  to  find  that  he  was  no  more 
a  match  for  the  lady  than  the  rest  of  the  world. 

As  to  the  call  and  the  invitation,  he  agreed 
heartily  that  a  person  of  delicacy  would  have 
omitted  them.  The  Fairmile  marriage,  it  was 
generally  rumoured,  had  broken  down  hope- 
lessly. 

"  Faults  on  both  sides,  of  course.  Fairmile 
is  and  always  was  an  unscrupulous  beggar! 
He  left  Eton  just  as  you  came,  but  I  remember 
him  well." 

Roger  began  a  sentence  to  the  effect  that 
if  Fairmile  had  no  scruples  of  his  own,  Chloe 
would  scarcely  have  taught  him  any ;    but  he 
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checked  himself  abruptly  in  the  middle,  and 
the  two  men  passed  to  other  topics.  French 
began  to  talk  of  East  London,  and  the  parish 
he  was  to  have  there.  Roger,  indifferent  at 
first,  did  not  remain  so.  He  did  not  profess, 
indeed,  any  enthusiasm  of  humanity ;  but 
French  found  in  him  new  curiosities.  That 
children  should  starve,  and  slave,  and  suffer 
—thai  moved  him.  He  was,  at  any  rate,  for 
hanging  the  parents. 

Tlie  day  of  the  Upcott  visit  came,  and,  in 
spite  of  all  recalcitrance,  Roger  was  made  to 
mount  the  motor  beside  his  wife.  Lady  Barnes 
had  entirely  refused  to  go,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
French  had  departed  that  morning  for  Eton. 

As  the  thing  was  inevitable,  Roger's  male 
philosophy  came  to  his  aid.  Better  laugh  and 
have  done  with  it.  So  that,  as  he  and  Daphne 
sped  along  the  autumn  lanes,  he  talked  about 
anything  and  everything.  He  expressed,  for 
instance,  his  friendly  admiration  for  Elsie 
French. 

"She's  just  the  wife  for  old  Herbert— 
and,  by  George,  she's  in  love  with  him!" 

"  A  great  deal  too  much  in  love  with  him  !  " 
said  Daphne,  sharply.  The  day  was  chiUy, 
with  a  strong  east  wind  blowing,  and  Daphne's 
small  figure  and  face  were  enveloped  in  a 
marvellous  wrap,   compounded  in  equal   pro- 
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tt  n  f,  ^"'^'^  ^"*^  ="<»  "hite  doth 
hJ^,     V  u°^  "^^*^  fr"™  Worth,  and  Roger 

Slh~J?  ''^*  '     ^P««ty."  the  pos;  of  her 

S^nn  ]?*  '^^^'^^  ^P^*"S  »^t»ct  had 
Et^  1?L       '»°<>"''*"g  and  self-restraining 

f  "pleased  her?    Old  Herbert  was  worthrt' 
Women,    said   Daphne,   should   neverout 

^feTadi:'°"^"^'"-'^p°^-  '^or 

wifely  adoration  was  particularly  bad  for  cler^ 

parent  ways  fro.  :^"^J5:>^-<^-: 

^eyV^Jetl:  S^ff'^-  "^-'^ 
children-I  havm'f      pi  ■  . ,  ''""Smg   up 

cii    i  naven  t.     Elsie  would  think  it  =«if 

mdu^gent  and  abominable  to  stav  iTl^H 

iTanTl  ^tthrtirr*:f  ^^^"*   ^"'" 
feel  inferior."  °'  '^"S  "^ade  to 

"Daphne!  what  rubbish  I    I'm  certain  Elsie 
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French  never  had  such  an  idea  in  her  head. 
She's  awfully  soft  and  nice;  I  never  saw  a 
bit  of  conceit  in  her." 

"  She's  soft  outside  and  steel  inside.  Well, 
never  mind !  we  don't  get  on.  She's  the  old 
America,  I'm  the  new,"  said  Daphne,  half 
frowning,  half  laughing;  "and  I'm  as  good 
as  she." 

"  You're  a  very  good-looking  woman,  any- 
way," said  Roger,  admiring  the  vision  of  her 
among  the  warm  browns  and  shining  whites  of 
her  wrap.  "Much  better-looking  than  when 
I  married  you."  He  slipped  an  arm  under  the 
cloak  and  gave  her  small  waist  a  squeeze. 

Daphne  turned  her  eyes  upon  him.  In 
their  black  depths  his  touch  had  roused  a 
passion  which  was  by  no  means  all  tender- 
ness. There  was  in  it  something  threatening, 
something  intensely  and  inordinately  possessive! 
"  That  means  that  you  didn't  think  me  good- 
looking  at  all,  as  compared  with— Chloe  ?  " 
she  said  insistently. 

"ReaUy,  Daphne  !  "—Roger  withdrew  his 
arm  with  a  rather  angry  laugh—"  the  way  you 
twist  what  one  says  I  I  declare  I  won't  make 
you  any  more  pretty  speeches  for  an  age." 

Daphne  scarcely  repUed  ;   but  there  dawned 
on  her  face  the  smile— melting,   provocative 
intent— which  is  the  natural  weapon  of  such  a 
temperament.     With    a   quick   movement   she 
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-n  tpSa^'.  '"^"^^'^  ^'<^-  -^  Roger  was 

the  iv^Sfi  ^""^  ^  *''*  fi"t  act  of 
engul^,^.  "^^  ^'  °°^'  °f  the  evil  that 

curean  duke    who    X  ^^"aiity,  by  an  epi- 

He  had  left  her  T.  T' v    ^'^^ '"«=«'*■ 

delicately  jLtan-and^r  IT^  '^ 
as  old  as  the  Duke  )„H  iJ  T  ^  '^^^V 
her.    She   waT  w!  I"  ''"'^"  ''^  ""^ed 

untidy     H^^aLS  '"'"^^  '""^P^^'    «"d 

abandoned  aU  thoTght  of  ll^t'^J^T 
strong  chin  rested  on  an  ample^L  "' 

hostt^^S'to'h^'=^^--*^n-'^er 
people  Of  Europe-be^;.n7n!;K  .    *^®  ^^^** 

dontly  Daphne  represented  to  Lte  of  t^e" 
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queer,  crude  types  that  modem  society  is 
always  throwing  up  on  the  shores  of  life— like 
strange  beasts  from  deep-sea  soundings. 

An  American  heiress,  half  Spanish-— South- 
American  Spanish— with  no  doubt  a  dash  of 
Indian;  no  manners,  as  Europe  understands 
them;  unlimited  money,  and  absurd  preten- 
sions—so Chloe  said— in  the  matter  of  art ;  a 
mixture  of  the  pedant  and  the  paroenue :  where 
on  earth  had  young  Barnes  picked  her  up  !  It 
was  in  some  such  way,  no  doubt— so  Lelius 
guessed— that  the  Duchess's  thoughts  were  run- 
ning. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Barnes  was  treated  with  all 
possible  civility.  The  Duchess  inquired  into 
the  plans  for  rebuilding  Heston ;  talked  of  her 
own  recoUections  of  the  place,  and  its  owners ; 
hoped  that  Mrs.  Barnes  was  pleased  with  the 
neighbourhood;  and  finally  asked  the  stock 
question,  "  And  how  do  you  like  England  ?  " 

Daphne  looked  at  her  coolly.  "Moder- 
ately I"  she  said,  with  a  smile,  the  colour 
nsing  m  her  cheek  as  she  became  aware,  without 
lookmg  at  them,  that  Roger  and  Mrs.  Fairmile 
had  adjourned  to  the  farther  end  of  the 
large  room,  leaving  her  to  the  Duchess  and 
Leuus. 

The  small  eyes  above  the  Duchess's  prominent 
nose  sparkled.  "Only  moderately?"  The 
speaker's  tone  expressed  that  she  had  been  for 
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once  taken  by  surprise.     "  Vm  extremely  sorry 
we  don't  please  you,  Mrs.  Barnes." 

"  You  see.  my  expectations  -vere  so  high  " 
Is  It  the  country,  or  the  climate,  or  the 

"I  suppose  it  would  be  civil  to  say  the 
climate."  replied  Daphne,  laughing 

Whereupon  the  Duchess  saw  that  her  visitor 
^d  made  up  her  mind  not  to  be  overawed, 
ine  great  lady  summoned  Dr.  Lelius  to  her 
aid.  and  she.  the  German,  and  Daphne,  kept 
up    a   spamng   conversation,    in    which    Mrs. 

he^lT  T^""  ^'^  ^y  ^  ^^^*  ^*th.  showed 
herself  rather  noisier  than  Englishwomen  gener- 

^L^^J^^""^  ^  "**^^  impertinent!  the 
^chess  thought,  decidedly  aggressive,  and  not 
witty  enough  to  cany  it  off. 

.u  ^T""^^^.'  ^^P^^  ^^^  instantly  perceived 
hat  Mrs.  Fairmile  and  Roger  had  dis^ppe^^d 
mto  the  conservatory ;   and  though  she  talked 
mcessantiy  through  their  absence,  she  felt  each 
mmuteofit.     When  they  came 'back  for  tea 
she  imagmed  that  R.ger  looked  embarrassed 
while  Mr..  Fainnile  was  aU  gaiety,  chatti^to 
her  compamon.  her  face  raised  to  his    in  the 
manner  of  one  joyously  renewing  an  old  intimacy. 

Daphne  felt  ,t  almost  intolerable  to  watch  them 
and  her  pulses  began  to  race.    Why  had  she 
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never  been  told  of  this  thing  ?  That  was  what 
rankled  ;  and  the  Southern  wildness  in  her  blood 
sent  visions  of  the  past  and  terrors  of  the  future 
hurrying  through  her  brain,  even  while  she 
went  on  talking  fast  and  recklessly  to  the 
Duchess. 
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At  tea-time  conversation  turned  on  the 
various  beautiful  things  which  the  room  con- 
tained—its Nattiers,  its  Gobelins,  its  two  dessus 
de  partes  by  Boucher,  and  its  two  cabinets,  of 
which  one  had  belonged  to  Beaumarchais  and 
the  other  to  the  Appartement  du  Dauphin  at 
Versailles. 

Daphne  restrained  herself  for  a  time,  asked 
questions,  and  affected  no  special  knowledge. 
Then,  at  a  pause,  she  lifted  a  careless  hand, 
mquuiiig  whether  "the  Fragonard  sketch"' 
opposite  were  not  the  pendant  of  one— she 
named  it— at  Berlin. 

"Ah-h-h!"  said  Mrs.  Fairmile,  with  a 
smilmg  shake  of  the  head,  "  how  clever  of  you  ! 
But  that's  not  a  Fragonard.  I  wish  it  were. 
It  s  an  unknown.  Dr.  LeUus  has  given  him  a 
name." 

And  she  and  Lelius  feU  into  a  discussion  of 
the  drawing,  that  soon  left  Daphne  behind. 
Native  taste  of  the  finest,  mingled  with  the 
training  of  a  lifetime,  the  intimate  knowledge 
of  coUections  of  one  who  had  hved  among  them 


146 


DAPHNE 


!  ii 


! 


from  her  childhood-these  things  had  long  since 
given  Chloe  Fairmile  a  kind  of  European  repu- 
tation.  Daphne  stumbled  after  her.  consumed 
with  angry  envy,  the  i>ficieuse  in  her  resenting 
the  easy  mastery  of  Mrs.  Fairmile,  and  the  wife 
in  her  offended  by  the  strange  beauty,  the  soft 
audacities  of  a  woman  who  had  once,  it  seemed, 
held  Roger  captive,  and  would,  of  course,  like 
to  hold  him  captive  again. 

She  burned  in  some  way  to  assert  herself 
the  imperious  will  chafing  at  the  slender  barrier 
of  self-control.  And  some  mahcious  god  did, 
m  fact,  send  an  opportunity. 

After  tea,  when  Roger,  in  spite  of  efforts 
to  confine  himself  to  the  Duchess,  had  been 
once  more  drawn  into  the  orbit  of  Mrs.  Fairmile 
as  she  sat  fingering  a  cigarette  between  the  two 
men,  and  gossiping  of  people  and  politics,  the 
butler  entered,  and  whispered  a  message  to  the 
Duchess. 

The  mistress  of  the  house  laughed.    "  Chloe  ' 
who  do  you  think  has  caUed  ?    Old  Marcus,  of 
South  Audley  Street.     He's  been  at  Brendon 
House^buying   up   their   Romneys,    I   should 
thmk.    And  as  he  was  passing  here,  he  wished 
to  show  me  something.    ShaU  we  have  him  in  ?  " 
' By  aU  means!    The  last  time  he  was  here 
he  offered  you  four  thousand  pounds  for  the 
blue  Nattier,"  said  Chloe,  with  a  smile,  pointing 
to  the  picture.  ^ 
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The  Duchess  gave  orders ;    and  an  elderly 
man.  with  long  black  hair,  swarthy  complexion, 
fine  eyes,  and  a  peaked  forehead,  was  admitted' 
and  greeted  by  her,  Mrs.  Fairmile,  and  Dr.  LeUus 
as  an  old  acquaintance.    He  sat  down  beside 
them,  was  given  tea,  and  presented  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Barnes.    Daphne,  who  knew  the  famous 
dealer  by  sight  and  reputation  perfectly  well 
was  piqued  that  he  did  not  recognise  her.     Yet 
she  weU  remembered  having  given  him  an  im- 
portant commission  not  more  than  a  year  before 
her  marriage. 

As  soon  as  a  cup  of  tea  had  been  despatched 
Marcus  came  to  the  business.  He  drew  a  small 
leather  case  out  of  the  bag  he  had  brought  into 
the  room  with  nim ;  and  the  case,  being  opened, 
disclosed  a  smaU  but  marvellous  piece  of 
Sevres. 

"  There  !  "    he  said,  pomting  triumphantlv 

to   a  piece   on   the   Duchess's   chimney-piece. 

Your  Grace  asked  me-oh  I   ten  years  ago— 

and  agmn  last  year-to  find  you  the  pah-  of 

that.    Now— you  have  it!" 

He  put  the  two  together,  and  the  effect  was 
^eat.    The  Duchess  looked  at  it  with  greed- 
her  Sad    °^  *^^  ^onnofsseur.    But  she  shook 
''  Marcus,  I  have  no  money." 

oin^  ?^  '  I    1?^  protested,  smiUng  and  shrug- 
gmg  his  shoulders.  ^ 
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And  I  know  you  want  a  brigand*^  price 
for  it." 

"Oh,  nothing— nothing  at  all." 
The  Duchess  took  it  up,   and   regretfuUy 
turned  it  round  and  round. 

"  A  thousand,   Marcus  ?  "   she   said,    look- 
ing up. 

He  laughed,  and  would  not  reply. 
"That  means  more,  Marcus :  how  do  you 
imagine  that  an  old  woman  like  me,  with  only 
just  enough  for  bread  and  butter,  can  waste 
her  money  on  Sevres  ?  "  He  grinned.  She  put 
It  down  resolutely.  "No!  I've  got  a  con- 
sumptive nephew  with  a  consumptive  family. 
He  ought  to  have  been  hung  for  marrying,  but 
I've  got  to  send  them  aU  to  Davos  this  whiter. 
No,  I  can't,  Marcus ;  I  can't-  "m  too  poor." 
But  her  eyes  caressed  the  shining  liiing. 

Daphne  bent  forward.  "If  the  Duchess 
has  really  made  up  her  mind,  Mr.  Marcus,  I 
will  take  it.    It  would  just  suit  me !  " 

Marcus  started  on  his  chair.  "Pardon, 
Madame  I"  he  said,  turning  hastily  to  look  at 
the  slender  lady  in  white,  of  whom  he  had  as 
yet  taken  no  notice. 

"  We  have  the  motor.  We  can  take  it  with 
us,"  said  Daphne,  stretching  out  her  hand  for 
it  triumphantly. 

"  Madame,"  said  Marcus,  in  some  agitation, 
"I  have  not  the  honour.    The  price " 
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The  price  doesn't  matter,"  said  Daphne, 
smiling.  "  You  know  me  quite  weU,  Mr.  Marcus! 
Do  you  remember  selling  a  Louis  Seize  cabinet 
to  Miss  Floyd  ?  " 

"Ah!"  The  dealer  was  on  his  feet  in  a 
moment,  saluting,  excusing  himself.  Daphne 
heard  him  with  graciousness.  She  was  now 
the  centre  of  the  situation :  she  had  asserted 
herself,  and  her  money.  Marcus  outdid  himself 
in  homage.  LeUus  in  the  background  looked  on 
a  sarcastic  smile  hidden  by  his  fair  moustache* 
Mrs.  Fairmile,  too,  smiled ;  Roger  had  grown 
rather  hot;  and  the  Duchess  was  frankly 
annoyed.  ^ 

"I  surrender  it  to  force  majeure."  she  said 
as  Daplme  took  it  from  her.  "  ^y  are  we 
not  aU  Americans  ?  "  j      ^  yvc 

And  then,  leaning  back    in  her  chair,  she 
would  talk  no  more.    The  pleasure  of  the  visit 
so  far  as  it  had  ever  existed,  was  at  an  end.    ' 

But  before  the  Barnes  motor  departed  home- 
wards, Mrs.  Fau^e  had  again  found  me^'s 
to  carry  Roger  Barnes  out  of  sight  end  hearing 
into  the  garden.     Roger  had  not  been  able  to 

hZ    !  ir!^"^  ^^P^"'  ^"^^S  *^^  J^ather  case, 
had,  all  the  same,  to  look  on. 

c  J5^^"  !^^^  "^^^^  "^^^  '"^'•^  ^one  together 
speedmg  through  the  bright  smiset  air  each 
found  the  other  on  edge. 
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"You  were  rather  rough  on  the  Duchess, 
Daphne !  "  Roger  protested.  "  It  wasn't  quite 
nice,  was  it,  outbidding  1  jr  like  that  in  her  own 
house  ?  " 

Daphne  flared  up  at  once,  declaring  that  she 
wanted  no  lessons  in  deportment  from  him  or 
anyone  else,  and  then  demanding  fiercely  what 
was  the  meaning  of  liis  two  disappearances 
with  Mrs.  Fairmile.  Whereupon  Roger  lost  his 
temper  still  more  decidedly,  refusing  to  give 
any  account  of  himself,  and  the  drive  passed  in 
a  continuous  quarrel,  which  only  just  stopped 
short,  on  Daphne's  side,  of  those  outrageous 
and  insulting  things  which  were  burning  at  the 
back  of  her  tongue,  while  she  could  not  as  yet 
bring  herself  to  say  them. 

An   unsatisfactory  peace   was  patched  up 
during  the  evening.    But  in  the  dead  of  id^ht 
Daphne  sat  up  in  bed,  looking  at  the  face  and 
head  of  her  husband  beside  her  on  t'     pillow. 
He  lay  peacefully  sleeping,  the  no).:,  outline 
of  brow  and  features  still  nobler  in  the  dim  light 
which  effaced  all  the  weaker,  emptier  touches. 
Daphne   felt   rising  within   her   that   mingled 
passion  of  the  jealous  woman,  which  is  half  love, 
half  hate,  of  which  she  had  felt  the  first  stir- 
rings in  her  early  jealousy  of  Elsie  Maddison. 
It  was  ti-,.  clutch  of  something  racial  and  in- 
herited—a   something    which    the    Northerner 
hardly  knows.     She  had  felt  it  before  on  one 
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or  iwo  occasions,  but  not  with  this  intensity 
The  grace   of    Chloe    Fairmile    haunted    her 
memory,  and  the  perfection,  the  corrupt  per- 
fection of  her  appeal  to  men,  men  like  Roger 
She  must  wring  from  him— she  must  and 
would-a  much  fuUer  history  of  his  engage- 
ment.   And    of    those    conversations    in    the 
garden,  too.     It  stung  her  to  recollect  that 
after  aU,  he  had  given  her  no  account  of  them' 
She  was  very  sure  they  had  not  been  ordinary 
conversations  I— Mrs.  Fairmile  was  not  the  per- 
son to  waste  her  time  in  chit-chat. 

A  gust  of  violence  swept  through  her.    She 
had    given    Roger    everything-money,    ease 
amusement.    Where  would  he  have  been  with- 
out her  ?     And  his  mother,   too  ?-tiresome. 
obstructive  woman  !    For  the  first  time  that 
veil  of  the  unspoken,  that  mist  of  loving  illu- 
sion which  preserves  ail  human  relations,  broke 
down  between  Daphne  and  her  marriage.    Her 
thoughts  dwelt,  in  a  vulgar  detail,  on  the  money 
she  had  settled  upon  Roger~on  his  tendencies 
to  extravagance-his  happy-go-lucky  self-con- 
fident ways.    He  would  have  been  a  pauper 
but  for  her ;   but  now  that  he  had  her  money 
safe,  without  a  word  to  her  of  his  previous 
engagement,  no  doubt  be  and  Mrs.  Fairmile 
supposed  they  might  do  as  they  pleased.    The 
heat  ai.d  corrosion  of  this  idea  spread  through 
her  bemg  and  the  will  made  no  fight  against  it 
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"  You'Re 
"I  aia. 


to  the  meet  ?  " 
?  >:>k  at  the  day!" 

Chloe  '1 -a!"  h  ,  was  standing  in  her 
riding-hi' -t  at  f  window  of  the  Duchess's 
moming-i«  oai,    u  /led  to  greet  her  hostess. 

A  mild  Novc;n  •  f»r  sun  shone  on  the  garden 
and  the  woods,  aiid  Chloe's  face— the  more 
exquisite  as  a  rule  for  its  slight,  strange  wither- 
ing—had caught  a  freshness  from  the  morning. 

The  Duchess  was  embraced,  and  bore  it  ; 
she  herself  never  kissed  anybody. 

"  You  always  look  well,  my  dear,  in  a  habit, 
and  you  know  it.  Tell  me  what  I  shall  do 
with  this  invitation." 

"  From  Lady  Warton  ?    May  I  look  }  " 

Chloe  took  a  much  blotted  and  crossed 
letter  from  the  Duchess's  hand. 

"  What  were  her  governesses  about  ?  "  said 

the    Duchess,    pointing    to    it.     "Really the 

education  of  our  class  !    Read  it !  " 

.  .  .  "Can  I  persuade. you  to  come — and 
bring  Mrs.  Fairmile— next  Tuesday  to  dinner, 
to  meet  Roger  Barnes  and  his  wife  ?    I  groan 
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at  the  thought,  for  I  think  she  is  quite  one  of 
the  most  disagreeable  little  creatures  I  ever 
saw.    But  Warton  says  I  must — a  Lord-Lieu- 
tenant can't  pick  and  choose  I — and  people  as 
rich  as  they  are  have  to  be  considered.    I  can't 
imagine  why  it  is  she  makes  herself  so  odious. 
All  the  Americans  I  ever  knew  I  have  liked  par- 
ticularly.   It  is,  of  course,  annoying  tliat  they 
have   so  much   money — but   Warton   says   it 
isn't  their  fault—it's  Protection,  or  something 
of  the  kind.    But  Mrs.  Barnes  seems  really  to 
wish  to  trample  on  us.    She  told  Warton  the 
other  day  that  his  tapestries — you  know,  those 
we're  so  proud  of— that  they  were  bad  Flemish 
copies  of  something  or  other— a  set  belonging 
to  a  hori  id  friend  of  hers,  I  think.    Warton  was 
furious.    And  she's  made  the  people  at  Bren- 
don  love  her  for  ever  by  insisting  that  they 
have  now   ruined   all   their   pictures   without 
exception,    by    the    way    they  ve    had    them 
restored— et  cetera,  et  cetera.    She  rt  ally  mak-s 
us  feel  her  millions— and  her  brains— tov  mu  ii. 
We're  paupers,   but  we're  not  womis.     Then 
there's  the  Archdeacon— why  should  she  fall 
foul  of  him  ?     He  tells  Wartor  tl  at  her  prin- 
ciples are  really  shocking.    SI  ?  -old  him  she 
saw  no  reason  why  people  should  stick  to  their 
husbands  or  wives  longer  than  it  pleased  them 
—and  that  in  America  nobody  diu  !    He  doesn't 
wish  Mrs.  Mountford  to  bee  m  ch  of  her;— 
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though,  really,  my  dear,  I  don't  think  Mrs.  M. 
is  likely  to  give  him  trouble— do  you  ?  And  I 
hear,  of  course,  that  she  thinks  us  all  dull  and 
stuck-up,  and  as  ignorant  as  savages.  It's  so 
odd  she  shouldn't  even  want  to  be  liked  I—a 
young  woman  in  a  strange  neighbourhood. 
But  she  evidently  doesn't,  a  bit.  Warton 
declares  she's  already  tired  of  Roger— and  she's 
certainly  not  nice  to  him.  What  can  be  the 
matter  ?  Anyway,  dear  Duchess,  do  come  and 
help  us  through." 

"  What,  indeed,  can  be  the  matter  ?  "  re- 
peated Chloe  lightly,  as  she  handed  back  the 
letter. 

"Angela    Warton   never   knows   anything. 
But  there's  not  much  need  for  you  to  ask,  my 
•dear,"  said  the  Duchess  quietly. 

Mrs.  Fairmile  turned  an  astonished  face. 
"  Me  ? " 

The  Duchess,  more  bulky,  shapeless  and 
swathed  than  usual,  subsided  on  a  chair,  and 
just  raised  her  small  but  sharp  eyes  on  Mrs. 
Fairmile. 

"  What  can  you  mean  ?  "  said  Chloe,  after 
a  moment,  in  her  gayest  voice.  "I  can't 
imagine.    And  I  don't  think  I'll  try." 

She  stooped  and  kissed  the  untidy  lady  in 
the  chair.  The  Duchess  bore  it  again,  but 
the  lines  of  her  mouth,  with  the  strong  droop 
at  the  comers,  became  a  trifle  grim.    Chloe 
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looked  at  her,  smiled,  shook  her  head.  The 
Duchess  shook  hers,  and  then  they  both  began 
to  talk  of  an  engagement  announced  that 
morning  in  The  Times. 


Mrs.  Fairmile  was  soon  riding  alone,  with- 
out a  groom— she  was  an  excellent  horse- 
woman, and  she  never  gave  any  unnecessary 
trouble  to  her  friends'  servants— through 
country  lanes  chequered  with  pale  sun.  As 
for  the  Duchess's  attack  upon  her,  Chloe 
smarted.  The  Duchess  had  clearly  pulled  her 
up,  and  Chloe  was  not  a  person  who  took  it 
well. 

If  Roger's  American  wife  was  by  now  wildly 
jealous  of  his  old  fiancie,  whose  fault  was  it  ? 
Had  not  Mrs.  Barnes  herself  thrown  them  per- 
petually together  ?  Dinners  at  Upcott !— invi- 
tations to  Heston !— a  resolute  frequenting  of 
the  same  festal  gatherings  with  Mrs.  Fairmile. 
None  of  it  with  Roger's  goodwill,  or  his  mother's, 
—Chloe  admitted  it.  It  had  been  the  wife's 
doing— all  of  it.  There  had  been  even— rare 
occurrences— two  or  three  balls  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Roger  hated  dancing,  but  Daphne 
had  made  him  go  to  them  all.  Merely  that 
she  might  display  her  eyes,  her  diamonds,  and 
her  gowns  ?  Not  at  all.  The  real  psychology 
of  it  was  plain.  "  She  wishes  to  keep  us  under 
observation— to  give  us  opportunities— and  then 
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torment   her   husband.    Very   weU   then  I-^« 
Fas  voulu,  Madame/" 

As   to  the    "opportunities."   Chloe   cooUy 
confessed  to  herself  that  she  had  made  rather 
a  scaiidalous  use  of  them.    The  gossip  of  the 
neighbourhood   had    been   no   doubt    a   good 
deal  roused ;   and  Daphne,  it  seemed,  was  dis- 
contented.   But  is  it  not  good  for  such  people 
to    be    discontented?    The    money    and    the 
arrogance  of  Roger's  wife  had  provoked  Roger's 
former  fiancSe  from  the  beginning;  the  money 
to  envy,  and  the  arrogance  to  chastisement. 
Why  not  ?     What   is   society   but  a  discip- 
Ime .»'  ^ 

As  for  Roger,  who  is  it  says  there  is  a  little 
polygamy  in  aU  men  ?  Anyway,  a  man  can 
always-nearly  always— keep  a  comer  for  the 
old  love,  if  the  new  love  wiU  let  him.  Roger 
could,  at  any  rate;  "though  he  is  a  model 
husband,  far  better  than  she  deserves,  and 
anybody  not  a  fool  could  manage  him." 

It  was  a  day  of  physical  delight,  especially 
forndere.  After  a  warn  October,  the  leaves 
were  still  thick  on  the  trees ;  Nature  had  not 
yet  resigned  herself  to  death  and  sleep.  Here 
and  there  an  oak  stood,  fully  green,  among  the 
tawny  reds  and  golds  of  a  flaming  woodland. 
The  gorse  was  yeUow  on  the  commons ;  and 
in  the  damp  woody  ways  through  which  Chloe 
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passed,    a   few   primroses — frail,   unseasonable 
blooms — pushed  their  pale  heads  through  the 
moss.    The  scent   of  the   beech-leaves  under 
foot;    the  buffeting  of  a  westerly  wind;    the 
pleasant  yielding  of  her  light  frame  to  the  move- 
ment of  the  horse ;   the  glimpses  of  plain  that 
every  here  and  there  showed  themselves  through 
the  trees  that  girdled  the  high  ground  or  edge 
along  which  she  rode ;   the  white  steam-wreath 
of  a  train  passing,  far  away,  through  strata  of 
blue  or  pearly  mist ;   an  old  windmill  black  in 
the  middle  distance  ;  villages,  sheltering  among 
their  hedges  and  uplands :    a  sky,  of  shadow 
below  widely  brooding  over  earth,  and  of  a 
radiant  blue  flecked  with  white  cloud  above  : — 
all  the  English  familiar  scene,  awoke  in  Chloe 
Fairmile   a  famJliar  sensuous   joy.    Life   was 
so  good — every  minute,  every  ounce  of  it  !— 
from  the  Duchess's  chef  to  these  ethereal  splen- 
dours of  autumn— from  the  warm  bath,  the 
luxurious   bed,    and   breakfast,    she   had   but 
lately  enjoyed,  to  these  artistic  memories  that 
ran  through  her  brain,  as  she  glanced  from 
side  to  side,  reminded  now  of  Turner,  now  of 
De  Wint,  revelling  in  the  complexity  of  her 
own  being.    Her  conscience  gave  her  no  trouble  ; 
it  had  never  been  more  friendly.    Her  hus- 
band and  she  had  come  to  an  understanding ; 
they  were  in  truth  more  than  quits.    There  was 
to  be  no  divorce— and  no  scandal.    She  would 
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be  ye^  prudent     A  man's  face  rose  before 

.nl^f  "'«*""y-    Yes,   life  would  be 
interesting  when  she  returned  to  town     She 

Mel^^^tf '  ,,        ^°'^  "'^  80ing  to  Teheran. 
Meanwhile,  she  was  passing  the  time. 

A  thought  suddenly  occurred  to  her.  Yes 
liZ  H*  r^ble-probable  even-that  she 
might  find   Roger  at   the   meet  I    The   nlace 

hTm  ^  ""t  "  '°"«  ^"-y  "•<""  Heston,  bK 
the  oW  days  he  had  often  sent  on  a  fre^  hor^ 
by  tram  to  a  local  station.    They  had  h^  i 
many  a  nm  together  over  the  fields  now  conU^ 
mto  sight.    Though  certainly  if  he  imS  | 
there  were  the  very  smallest  chance  of  S 

!::d;'Sh'^  ^'""'  ^"  "^  P-"^"'-  "-t  '  ' 

hk  ™°*J'*"e''«J  ^""d-     His  resistance-and 
lus    weakness-were    both    so    amusing     She 

strlh'  *t'  H^'^-*''^  Peremptoiy"^!; 
sfaU-mth  which  she  had  beguiled  him  into 
the  garden  on  the  day  when  the  yomig  coupe 
paid  their  first  caU  at  Upcott.  fL,  fhe  tow! 
spoken  words  at  the  back  of  the  dra«dng.room 
w^^.  Ban.es  and  the  Duchess  we^  "s^: 

"I  must  speak  to  you.    Something  that 
concmis  another  person-«>mething  urgent  " 
Whereupon,  miwilling  and  rather  st«n  com- , 
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Yes, 
it  she 
place 
mi  in 
horse 
:  had 
►ming 
gined 
iding 
eet  a 


-and 
She 
iling 
into 
uple 
low- 
lom, 
ikir- 

:hat 
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SJI^k  """''  P"'-*^  ^^'^^  face 
darkened  with  most  unnecessary  frowns     A^rt 

■■(^  cS:;^r'^'*°^~"'^*-^«'e;t' 

Never  S  '  T'^°l  *"'^'"'*  '°^«^^«"  »« ' 
■  els^it-rTdutV  '^""'"k^  "^  '°'  '»'»«°"« 
:'  have  tire:  'f^y  J^^".?" "P^^-"  ^-  ^tOi 

^h  tf ' '    '^*  "'"'^  "^^  °«"  voice  b^±r 

i  ab^uV^ch'Thi^r  Do'°"'*  ""^^  '^*'^- 
I  letter  in  which  I  ^M         T   ^'^■»«'nber   the 

I  Theresa  wSm^  ?  "'°"  *'""'  ^'^^  ^  °' 
h^nH^i^'  f^''  "  8r**'  tranble.    Her  hus 

•■^ --1^5 ---^^^-hti:,^;^ 

^^  I  certainly  sent  it  back  I  " 

No— you  never  sent  it  bark-      v«,    u 
'  three  of  mine      An,i  i  ^°"  ^^ve 

you  are-r;  ,of ,irthi\^„^  r^ 

always   on  tenterhoolcs.     Ck  Z^    i  '"^ 
^u  must  have  some  idea  lr7Z/^li 

Perplexity—annoyance  I 
When    we   sold    the   Undon    house,    all 
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papers  and  documents  were  sent  down  here. 

we  reserved  a  room— which  was  locked  up  " 

Ala  bonne  heure  I    Of  course-there  they 
are. 

c^or^K*  ^  *^®  same-great  unwillingness  to 
search  It  was  most  unlikely  he  would  be  able 
to  find  anythmg-most  unlikely  there  was  any- 
thmg  to  find  He  was  sure  he  had  sent  back 
everything.  And  then  a  look  in  the  fine  hazel 
eyes— like  a  horse  putting  back  its  ears. 

.n.  t^"u°  ^^^-^^st  the  laughing  persist- 
ence which  msisted  on  the  letters.  "But  I 
must  have  them-I  reaUy  must  I  It  is  a  horrid 
tragedy  and  I  told  you  eveiything-things  I 
had  no  busmess  to  teU  you  at  all  " 

On  which  at  last,  a  grudging  consent  to 
look,  followed  by  a  marked  determination 
to  go  back  to  the  drawing-room.  . 

But  it  was  the  second  UU-H-tHe  that  was 
reaUy  adroit  1  After  tea-just  a  touch  on  the 
arm-while  the  Duchess  was  showing  the  Nat- 
tiers  to  Mrs  Barnes,  and  LeUus  was  holding 
the  lamp.  One  moment  more  I-in  the  con- 
servatory. I  have  a  few  things  to  add."  And 
m  that  second  little  interview-about  nothing 

rl.r  k':\"''''  P^"'"  °^  audacity-the  lion^ 
daws  had  been  a  good  deal  pared.  He  had 
been  made  to  look  at  her,  first  and  foremost  •  to 

Wm""  ft^  ^^  '^^^  ^"^^  of  him-not'one 
bitl-and  that  he  would  have  to  treat  her 
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decently.  Poor  Roger!  In  a  few  yeart  the 
girl  he  had  married  would  be  a  plain  and 
prickly  little  pedant-^ll-bred  besides— and  he 
knew  it. 

As  to  more  recent  adventures.  If  people 
meet  in  society,  they  must  be  civil ;  and  if  old 
friends  meet  at  a  dance,  there  is  an  institution 
known  as  "  sitting  out "  ;  and  "  sitting  out  "  is 
nothing  if  not  conversational ;  and  conversa- 
tion— between  old  friends  and  cousins — ^is  be- 
guiling, and  may  be  lengthy. 

The  ball  at  Brendon  House— Chloe  still 
felt  the  triumph  of  it  in  her  veins — still  saw 
the  softening  in  Roger's  handsome  face,  the 
look  of  lazy  pleasure,  and  the  disapproval— or 
was  it  the  envy  ?— in  the  eyes  of  certain  county 
magnates  looking  on.  Since  then,  no  com- 
munication between  Heston  and  Upcott. 

Mrs.  Fairmile  was  now  a  couple  of  miles 
from  the  meet.  She  had  struck  into  a  great 
belt  of  plantations  bounding  one  side  of  the 
ducal  estate.  Through  it  ran  a  famous  green 
ride,  crossed  near  its  beginning  by  a  main  road. 
On  her  right,  beyond  the  thick  screen  of  trees, 
was  the  railway,  and  she  could  hear  the  occa- 
sional rush  of  a  tram. 

When  she  reached  the  cross  road,  which  led 
from  a  station,  a  labourer  opened  the  plan- 
tation gates  for   her.     As  he  unlatched  the 
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second,  she  perceived  a  man's  figure  in  front 
of  her. 

"  Roger  I " 

A  touch  of  the  whip— her  horse  sprang  for- 
ward. The  man  in  front  looked  back  startled  ; 
but  she  was  ah-eady  beside  him. 

"You  keep  up  the  old  habit,  Uke  me? 
What  a  lovely  day  I  " 

Roger  Barnes,  after  a  flush  of  amazement 
and  surprise,  greeted  her  coldly :  "  It  is  a  long 
way  for  you  to  come,"  he  said  formally. 
"  Twelve  miles,  isn't  it  ?  You're  not  going  to 
hunt  ? " 

"Oh,  no!  I  only  came  to  look  at  the 
hounds  and  the  horses— to  remind  myself  of 
all  the  good  old  times.  You  don't  want  to 
remember  them,  I  know.  Life's  gone  on  for 
you  I " 

Roger  bent  forward  to  pat  the  neck  of  his 
horse.  "It  goes  on  for  all  of  us,"  he  said 
gruffly. 

"Ah,  well!"  She  sighed.  He  looked  up 
and  their  eyes  met.  The  wind  had  slightly 
reddened  her  pale  skin :  her  expression  was 
one  of  great  animation,  yet  of  great  softness. 
The  grace  of  the  long,  slender  body  in  the  close- 
fitting  habit ;  of  the  beautiful  head  and  loof  xed 
hair  under  the  small,  low-crowned  beaver  .  t  ; 
the  dende;-  hand  upon  the  reins— all  these  vari- 
ous impressions  rushed  upon  Barnes  at  once. 
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bringing  with  them  the  fascination  of  a  past 
happmcss.  provoking,  by  contrast,  the  memory 
of  a  harassing  and  irritating  present. 

"  Is  Heston  getting  on  ?  "  asked  Mre.  Fair- 
mile,  smiung. 

He  frowned  involuntarily. 

aJ.^\1  '"PP*^^ -^^  *aU  be  straight  some 
day^      the  tone,  however,  belied  the  words. 
When  once  the  British  workman  gets  in,  it's 
the  deuce  to  get  him  out." 

rKi'^li^^^  ^^"^  ^*^  s^^^  a  charm!"  said 
Chloe  softly. 

Roger  made  no  reply.  He  rode  stiffly  beside 
her.  lookmg  straight  before  him.  Chloe,  observ- 
mg  him  without  appearing  to  do  anything  of 

radiance  of  him  were  not  ateady  somewhat 
quenched  and  shorn.    A  slight  thickening  of 

thought  she  perceived  them.  Poor  Roger  I J 
had  he  been  living  too  weU  and  idlW  too 
flagrantly  on  these  American  doDars  ? 

hJil"^^^^^  "^^  *^*  °^^  ^^  ^^  a  gloved 
hand  on  his  arm. 

''Hadn't  it  ?  "  she  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

nor'^^T^rJ'^'  '^  -^-  looked  at  her 

"  What— the  house  ?  "  was  tliA  nti»«-«^: 
renlv     "  T».v,  t    ,  ^®  ungracious 

II  u.  J""  ^"'^  ^  ^O'^*  laiow;  I  never 
thought  about  it-whether  it  was  preity  or  u^ 
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I  mean.    It  suited  us,  and  it  amused  mother 
to  fiddle  about  with  it." 

Mrs.  Fairmile  withdrew  her  hand. 
"  Of  course  a  great  deal  of  it  was  ugly,"  she 
said  composedly.    "Dear  Lady  Barnes  really 
didn't  know.    But  then  we  led  such  a  jolly 
life  in  it—we  made  it !  " 

She  looked  at  him  brightly,  only  to  see  in 
him  an  angry  flash  of  expression.  He  turned 
and  faced  her. 

"  I'm  glad  you  think  it  was  jolly.  My  re- 
membrances are  not  quite  so  pleasant." 

She  laughed  a  little— not  flinching  at  all— 
her  face  rosy  to  his  challenge. 

"  Oh,  yes,  they  are— or  should  be.  What's 
the  use  of  blackening  the  past  because  it 
couldn't  be  the  present  ?  My  dear  Roger,  if  I 
hadn't— weU,  let's  talk  plainly  I— if  I  hadn't 
thrown  you  over,  where  would  you  be  now  ? 
We  should  be  Hving  in  West  Kensington,  and 
I  should  be  taking  boarders— or— no  I— a  coun- 
try-house, perhaps,  with  paying  guests.  You 
would  be  teaching  the  cockney  idea  how  to 
shoot,  at  half  a  guinea  a  day,  and  I 
should  be  buying  my  clothes  second-hand 
through  The  Exchange  and  Mart.  Whereas— 
whereas " 

She  bent  forward  again. 
"You  are  a  very  rich  man— you  have  a 
charming  wife— a  dear  little  girl— you  can  get 
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into  PMHament— travel,  speculate,  race,  any- 
thing you  please.    And  I  did  it  all  I  " 

"I  don't  agree  with  you,"  he  said  drily. 
She  laughed  again. 

"  Well,  we  can't  argue  it— can  we  ?  I  only 
wanted  to  point  out  to  you  the  plain,  bare 
truth,  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  to 
prevent  our  being  excellent  friends  again— 
now.    But  first— and  once  more — my  letters  t " 

Her  tone  was  a  Uttle  peremptory,  and 
Roger's  face  clouded. 

"I  found  two  of  them  last  night,  by  the 
merest  chance— in  an  old  despatch-box  I  took 
to  America.  They  were  posted  to  you  on  the 
way  here." 

"  Good  I     But  there  were  three." 

"  I  know— so  you  said.  I  could  only  find 
two." 

"  Was  the  particular  letter  I  mentioned  one 
of  them  ? " 

He  answered  unwillingly. 

"  No.  I  searched  everywhere.  I  don't  be- 
heve  I  have  it." 

She  shook  her  head  with  decision. 

"You  certainly  have  it.  Please  look 
again." 

He  broke  out  with  some  irritation,  insist- 
ing that  If  it  had  not  been  returned  it  had  been 
cither  lost  or  destroyed.  It  could  matter  to 
no  one. 
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Some  snaring,  entangling  instinct — an  in- 
stinct of  the  hunter— made  her  persist.  She 
must  have  it.  It  was  a  point  of  honour.  "Poor 
Theresa  is  so  unhappy,  so  pursued  I  You  saw 
that  odious  paragraph  last  week?  I  can't 
run  the  risk  I  " 

With  a  groan  of  annoyance,  he  promised 
at  last  that  he  would  look  again.  Then  the 
sparkling  eyes  changed,  the  voice  softened. 

She  praised— she  rewarded  him.  By  smooth 
transitions  she  slipped  into  ordinary  talk;  of 
his  candidature  for  the  County  Council— 
the  points  of  the  great  horse  he  rode— the 
gossip  of  the  neighbourhood— the  charms  of 
Beatty. 

And  on  this  l»st  topic  he,  too,  suddenly 
found  his  tongue.  The  cloud— of  awkward- 
ness, or  of  something  else  not  to  be  analysed— 
broke  away,  and  he  began  to  talk,  and  presently 
to  ask  questions,  with  readiness,  even  with 
eagerness. 

Was  it  right  to  be  so  very  strict  with  chU- 
dren  ?— babies  under  three  ?  Wasn't  it  ridicu- 
lous to  expect  them  not  to  be  naughty  or 
greedy?  Why,  every  child  wanted  as  much 
sweetstuf!  as  it  could  tuck  in  I  Quite  right 
too— doctors  said  it  was  good  for  them.  But 
Miss  Farmer 

"Who  is  Miss  Farmer?"  inquired  Mrs. 
Fairmile.    She  was  riding  close  beside  him— an 
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embodied   friendliness — a   soft    md   womanly 
Chloe,  ver>'  different  from  the  dd. 

"She's  the  nurse;  my  mother  found  her. 
She's  a  lady— by  way  of— she  doesn't  do  any 
rough  work— and  I  dare  say  she's  the  newest 
thing  out.  But  she's  too  tight  a  hand  for  my 
taste.  I  say  I— what  do  you  thmk  of  this! 
She  wouldn't  let  Beattie  come  down  to  the 
drawing-room  yesterday,  because  she  cried  for 
a  sweet !  Wasn't  that  devilish  !  "  He  brought 
his  hand  down  fiercely  on  his  thigh. 

"  A  Gorgon  ! "  said  Mrs.  FaimnJe,  raising 
her  eyebrows.  "Any  *  ther  qualifications? 
French  ?    German  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word.  Not  she  1  Her  people  live 
somewhere  near  here,  I  believe."  Roger  looked 
vaguely  round  him.  "  Her  father  managed  a 
brick-field  on  this  estate— some  parson  or  other 
recommended  her  to  mother." 

"  And  you  don't  like  her  ?  " 

"  Well,  no— I  don't !  She's  not  the  kind  of 
woman  /  want."  He  blurted  it  out,  adding 
hurriedly,  "But  my  wife  thinks  a  lot  of 
her." 

Cliloe  dismissed  the  topic  of  the  nurse,  but 
still  let  him  run  on  about  the  child.  Amazing  I 
—this  development  of  paternity  in  the  careless, 
handsome  youth  of  three  yeare  before.  She 
was  amused  and  bored  by  it.  But  her  penni*. 
sion  of  it  had  thawed  him— that  she  saw. 


168 


DAPHNE 


Presently,  from  the  child  she  led  him  on  to 
common  acquaintance—old  friends — ^and  talk 
flowed  fast.  She  made  him  laugh;  and  the 
furrows  in  the  young  brow  dis?.ppeared.  Now 
as  always  they  understood  each  other  at  a  word ; 
there  was  between  them  the  freemasonry  of 
persons  sprung  from  the  same  world  and  the 
same  tradition ;  his  daily  talk  with  Daphne  had 
never  this  easy/  slipping  pleasure.  Meanwhile 
the  horses  sauntered  on,  unconsciously  held 
back;  and  the  magical  autumn  wood,  its 
Ughts  and  lines  and  odours,  played  upon  their 
senses. 

At  last  Roger  with  a  start  perceived  a  gate 
in  front.  He  looked  at  his  watch,  and  she  saw 
him  redden. 

"  We  shall  be  late  for  the  meet." 

His  eyes  avoided  hers.  He  gathered  up  the 
reins,  evidently  conscious. 

Smiling,  she  let  him  open  the  gate  for  her, 
and  then  as  they  passed  into  the  road,  shadowed 
with  overarching  trees,  she  reined  in  White- 
foot,  and  bending  forward,  held  out  her  hand. 
"  Good-bye ! " 

"  You're  not  coming  ?  " 

"I  think  I've  had  enough.  I'll  go  home. 
Good-bye." 

It  v/as  a  relief.  In  both  minds  had  risen 
the  image  of  their  arrival  together— amid  the 
crowd  of  the  meet.    As  he  looked  at  her— grate- 
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fully— the  grace  of  her  movement,  the  tempta- 
tion of  her  eyes,  the  rush  of  old  memories  sud- 
denly turned  his  head.  He  gripped  her  hand 
hard  for  a  minute,  staring  at  her. 

The  road  in  front  of  thePi  was  quite  empty. 
But  fifty  yards  behind  them  was  a  small  red- 
brick house  buried  in  trees.  As  they  still 
paused,  hand  in  hand,  in  front  of  the  gate  into 
the  wood,  which  had  failed  to -swing  back  and 
remained  half  open,  the  garden  door  of  this 
house  unclosed  and  a  young  woman  in  a  kind  of 
uniform  stepped  into  the  road.  She  perceived 
the  two  riders— stopped  in  astonishment— ob- 
served them  unseen,  and  walked  quickly  away 
in  the  direction  of  the  station. 

Roger  reached  Heston  that  night  only  just 
in  time  to  dress  for  dinner. 

By  this  time  he  was  in  a  wholly  different 
mood ;  angry  with  himself,  and  full  of  rueful 
thought  about  his  wife.  Daphne  and  he  had 
been  getting  on  anything  but  weU  for  some 
tune  past.  He  knew  that  he  had  several  times 
behaved  badly;  why,  indeed,  that  very  after- 
noon, had  he  held  Chloe  Fairmile's  hand  in  the 
pubUc  road,  like  an  idiot?  Suppose  anyone 
had  passed  ?  It  was  only  Daphne's  tempers 
and  the  discomfort  at  home  that  made  an  hour 
with  Qdoe  so  pleasant— and  brought  the  old 
recollections  back.    He  vowed  he  never  thought 
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of  her,  except  when  she  was  there  to  make  a 
fool  of  him — or  plague  him  about  those  beastly 
letters.  Whereas  Daphne — ^Daphne  was  always 
in  his  mind,  and  this  eclipse  into  which  their 
daOy  life  had  passed.  He  seemed  to  be  always 
tripping  and  stumbling,  like  a  lame  man  among 
loose  stones;  doing  or  saying  what  he  did 
not  mean  to  do  or  say,  and  tongue-tied  when 
he  should  have  spoken.  Daphne's  jealousy 
made  him  ridiculous;  he  resented  it  hotly; 
yet  he  knew  he  was  not  altogether  blame- 
less. 

If  only  something  could  be  done  to  make 
Daphne  like  Heston  and  the  neighbours !  But 
he  saw  plainly  enough  that  in  spite  of  all  the 
effort  and  money  she  was  pouring  out  upon  the 
house,  it  gave  her  very  Lttle  pleasure  in  return. 
Her  heart  was  not  in  it.  And  as  for  the  neigh- 
bours, she  had  scarcely  a  good  word  now  for 
any  of  them.  Jolly  !— just  as  he  was  going  to 
stand  for  the  County  Council,  with  an  idea  of 
Parliament  later  on!  And  as  for  what  he 
wished—what  would  be  good  for  Aiw— that  she 
never  seemed  to  think  of.  And,  really,  some  of 
the  things  she  said  now  and  then  about  money 
—nobody  with  the  spirit  of  a  mouse  could 
stand  them. 

To  comfort  his  worries  he  went  first  of  all 
to  the  nursery,  where  he  found  the  nursery- 
maid in  charge,  and  the  child  already  asleep. 
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Miss  Farmer,  it  appeared,  had  been  enjoying 
a  "day  off,"  and  was  not  expected  back  till 
late.  He  knelt  dor  i  beside  the  little  girl,  feed- 
ing his  eyes  upon  her.  She  lay  with  her  deli- 
cate face  pressed  into  the  pillow,  the  small  neck 
visible  under  the  cloud  of  hair,  one  hand,  the 
soft  palm  uppermost,  on  the  sheet.  He  bent 
down  and  kissed  the  hand,  glad  that  the  sharp- 
faced  nurse  was  not  there  to  see.  The  touch 
of  the  fragrant  skin  thrilled  him  with  pride 
and  joy ;  so  did  the  lovely  defencelessness  of  the 
child's  sleep.  That  such  a  possession  should 
have  been  given  to  him,  to  guard  and  cherish ! 
There  was  in  his  mind  a  passionate  vow  to 
guard  the  Uttle  thing— aye,  with  his  Ufe-blood  ; 
and  then  a  movement  of  laughter  at  his  own 
heroics.  Well !— Daphne  might  give  him  sons 
—but  he  did  not  su;»pose  any  other  child  could 
ever  be  quite  the  same  to  him  as  Beatty.  He 
sat  in  a  contented  silence,  feeding  his  eyes  upon 
her,  as  the  soft  breath  rose  and  fe'J.  And  as 
he  did  so,  his  temper  softened  and  warmed 
towards  Beatty's  mother. 

A  little  later  he  found  Daphne  in  her  room, 
already  dressed  for  dmner.  He  approached 
her  uneasily. 

"  How  tired  you  look,  Daphne  I  What  have 
you  been  doing  to  yourself  ?  " 

Daphne  stiffly  pointed  out  that  she  had 
been  standing  over  the  workmen  all  day,  there 
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being  no  one  else  to  stand  over  them,  and  of 
course  she  was  tired.  Her  manner  would  have 
provoked  him  but  for  the  visiting  of  an  inward 
compunction.  Instead  of  showing  annoyance 
he  bent  down  and  kissed  her. 

"  I'll  stay  and  help  to-morrow,  if  you  want 
me,  though  you  know  I'm  no  good.  I  say, 
how  much  more  are  you  going  to  do  to  the 
house  ? " 

Daphne  looked  at  him  coldly.  She  had 
not  returned  the  kiss.  "  Of  course,  I  know  that 
you  don't  appreciate  in  the  least  what  I  am 
doing  1 " 

Roger  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets, 
and  walked  up  and  down  uncomfortably.  He 
thought,  in  fact,  that  Daphne  was  spoiling  the 
dear  nondescript  old  place,  and  he  knew  that 
the  neighbourhood  thought  so  too.  Also  he 
particularly  disUked  the  young  architect  who 
was  superintending  the  works  ("  a  priggish  ass  " 
who  gave  himself  abominable  airs—except  to 
Daphne,  whom  he  slavishly  obeyed,  and  to  Miss 
Farmer,  with  whom  Roger  had  twice  caught 
him  gossiping).  But  he  was  detennined  not 
to  anger  his  wife,  and  he  held  his  tongue. 

"  I  wish,   anyway,   you  wouldn't  stick  at 
It  so  closely,"  he  said  discontentedly.     "  Let's 
go    abroad   somewhere   for    Christmas— Nice 
or    Monte   Carlo.     I   am   sure   you   want   a 
change." 
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"  Well,  it  isn't  exactly  an  enchanting  neigh- 
bourhood," said  Daphne,  with  pinched  Ups. 

"Fm  awfully  sorry  you  don't  like  the 
people  here,"  said  Roger,  perplexed.  "  I  dare 
say  they're  all  stupids." 

"That  wouldn't  matter— if  they  behaved 
decently,"  said  Daphne,  flushing. 

"I  suppose  that  means— if  I  behaved 
decently  I "  cried  Roger,  turning  upon  her. 

Daphne  faced  him,  her  head  in  air,  her 
small  foot  beating  the  ground,  in  a  trick  it 
had. 

"  Well,  I'm  not  likely  to  forget  the  Brendon 
baU,  am  I  ?  " 

Roger's  look  changed. 

"  I  meant  no  harm,  and  you  know  I  didn't," 
he  said  sulkily. 

*'  Oh,^  no,  you  only  made  a  laughing-stock 
of  me!"  Daphne  turned  on  her  heel.  Sud- 
denly she  felt  herself  roughly  caught  in  Roger's 
arms. 

"  Daphne,  what  is  the  matter  ?  Why  can't 
we  be  happy  together  ?  " 

"  Ask  yourself,"  she  said,  trying  to  extricate 
herself,  and  not  succeeding.  "  I  don't  like  the 
people  here,  and  they  don't  like  me.  But  as 
you  seem  to  enjoy  flirting  with  Mrs.  Fairmile, 
there's  one  person  satisfied." 

Roger  laughed— not  agreeably.  "I  shall 
soon  think.  Daphne,  that  somebody's  'put  a 
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speU  on  you/  as  my  old  nurse  used  to  say.    I 
wish  I  knew  what  I  could  do  to  break  it. 

She  lay  passive  in  his  anns  a  moment,  and 
then  he  felt  a  shiver  run  through  her,  and  saw 
that  she  was  crying.    He  held  her  dose  to  hun. 
kissing  and  comforting  her,  while  his  own  eyes 
were  wet.    What  her  emotion  meant,  or  his 
own,  he  could  not  have  told  clearly ;  but  it  was 
a  moment  for  both  of  healing,  of  impulsiv* 
return,  the  one  to  the  other,  unspoken  pemtencd 
on  her  side,  a  hidden  sdf-blame  on  his.    Shi 
clung  to  him  fiercely,  courting  the  pressure  c« 
his  arms,  the  warm  contact  of  his  youth ;  while, 
in  his  inner  mind,  he  renounced  with  energy  the 
temptress  Chloe  and  all  her  works,  vowmg  to 
himself  that  he  would  give  Daphne  no  cause^ 
no  pretext  even,  for  jealousy,  and  would  beaf 
it  patiently  if  she  were  still  unjust  and  tor- 
menting. . 

"  Where  have  you  been  all  day  i  saia 
Daphne  at  last,  disengaging  herself,  and  brush- 
ing the  tears  away  from  her  eyes— a  httle 
angrily,    as    though    she    were    ashamed    oi 

them.  T  u  J 

"I  told  you  this  morning.    I  had  a  run 

with  the  Stoneshire  hounds." 

"  Whom  did  you  meet  there  ?  " 

"Oh,  various  old  acquaintances.    Nobodj 

amusing!"    He  gave  two  or  three  names,  his 

conscience  pricking  him.    Somehow,   at  tha 


DAPHNE 


«7S 


moment,  it  seemed  impossible  to  mention  Chloe 
Fairmile. 

About  eleven  o'clock  that  night.  Daphne  and 

Lady  Barnes  having  just  gone  upstairs,  Roger 

and  a  local  Colonel  of  Volunteers  who  was  dining 

and  spending  the  night  at  Heston,  were  in  the 

smoking-room.    Colonel  Williams  had  come  over 

':o  discuss  Volunteer  prospects  in  the  neighbour- 

iiood,  and  had  been  delighted  to  find  in  the 

Tandson  of  his  old  friend  Oliver  Trescoe— a 

oung  fellow  whom  he  and  others  had  too 

readily  regarded  as  given  over  to  luxury  and 

soft  living—signs  of  the  old  public  spirit,  the 

traditional  manliness  of  the  family.    The  two 

men  were  talking  with  great  cordiality,  when 

the  sound  of  a  dogcart  driving  up  to  the  front 

door  disturbed  them. 

"  Who  on  earth  ?— at  this  time  of  night  ?  " 
I  said  Roger. 

The  butler,  entering  with  fresh  cigarettes, 
explained  that  Miss  Farmer  had  only  just  re- 
turned, having  missed  an  earlier  train. 

"  Well,  I  hope  to  goodness  she  won't  go  and 
disturb  Miss  Beatty,"  grumbled  Roger;  and 
then,  half  to  himself,  half  to  his  companion,  as 
the  butler  departed—"!  don't  beUeve  she 
missed  her  train ;  she's  one  of  the  cool  sort- 
does  jolly  well  what  she  likes  !  I  say,  Cotonel, 
do  you  like  '  lady  helps '  ?    I  don't !  " 
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Half  an  hour  later,  Roger,  having  said  good- 
night to  his  guest  ten  minutes  before,  was 
mounting  the  stairs  on  his  own  way  to  bed, 
when  he  heard  in  the  distance  the  sound  of  a 
closing  door  and  the  rustle  of  a  woman's  dress. 

Nurse  Farmer,  he  supposed,  who  had  been 
gossiping  with  Daphne.  His  face,  as  the 
candle  shone  upon  it,  expressed  annoyance. 
Vaguely,  he  resented  the  kind  of  intimacy 
which  had  grown  up  lately  between  Daphne 
and  her  child's  nurse.  She  was  not  the  kind  of 
person  to  make  a  friend  of ;  she  bullied  Beatty  ; 
and  she  must  be  got  rid  of. 

Yet  when  he  entered  his  wife's  room,  every- 
thing was  dark,  and  Daphne  was  apparently 
sound  asleep.  Her  face  was  hidden  from  him ; 
and  he  moved  on  tiptoe  so  as  not  to  disturb  her. 
Evidently  it  was  not  she  who  had  been  gossip- 
ing late.    His  mother,  perhaps,  with  her  maid. 
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CHAPTER   VIII 

In  the  course  of  that  night  Roger  Barnes's 
fate  was  decided,  while  he  lay,  happily  sleep- 
ing, beside  his  wife.  Daphne,  as  soon  as  she 
heard  his  regular  breathing,  opened  the  eyes 
she  had  only  pretended  to  close,  and  lay  staring 
into  the  shadows  of  the  room,  in  which  a  night- 
light  was  burning.  Presently  she  got  up  softly, 
put  on  a  dressing-gown,  and  went  to  the  fire! 
which  she  noiselessly  replenished ;  then,  draw- 
ing up  a  chair,  she  sank  back  into  it,  her  arms 
folded.  The  strengthening  fireUght  showed  her 
smaU  white  face,  amid  the  masses  of  her  dark 
hair. 

Her  whole  being  was  seething  with  pas- 
sionate and  revengeful  thought.  It  was  as 
though  with  violent  straining  and  wrenching 
the  familiar  links  and  bulwarks  of  life  were 
breaking  down,  and  as  if  amid  the  wreck  of 
them  she  found  herself  looking  at  goblin  faces 
beyond  growing  gradually  used  to  them,  ceas- 
ing to  be  startled  by  them,  finding  in  them  even 
a  wild  attraction  and  invitation. 

So  Roger  had  lied  to  her.     Instead  of  a 
casual  nde,  mvolving  a  meeting  with  a  few 
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old  acquaintances,  as  he  had  represented  to 
her,  he  had  been  engaged  that  day  in  an  assigna- 
tion with  Mrs.  Fairmile.  arranged  beforehand, 
and  carefully  concealed  from  his  wife.    Miss 
Farmer  had  seen  them  coming  out  of  a  wood 
together  hand  in  hand !    In  the  public  road, 
this  I— -not  even  so  much  respect  for  appear- 
ances   as    might    have    dictated    the    most 
elementary  reticence  and  decency.    The  case 
was  so  clear  that  it  sickened  her ;  she  shivered 
with  cold  and  nausea  as  she  lay  there  by  the 
now  glowing  fire  which  yet  gave  her  no  phy- 
sical   comfort.     Probably    in    the    past    their 
relation  had  gone  much  farther  than   Roger 
had  ever  confessed  to  his  wife.    Mrs.  Fairmile 
was  a  woman  who  would  stick  at  nothing.   And 
if  Daphne  were  not  already  betrayed,  she  could 
no  longer  protect  herself.    The  issue  was  cer- 
tain.   Such  women  as  Chloe  Fairmile  are  not 
to   be   baulked   of   what   they    desire.    Good 
women    cannot   fight   them   on   equal   terms. 
And  as  to  any  attempt  to  keep  the  affections 
of  a  husband  who  could  behave  in  such  a  way 
to  the  wife  who  had  given  him  her  youth, 
herself,  and  all  the  resources  and  facilities  of 
life.  Daphne's  whole  being  stiffened  into  mingled 
anguish  and  scorn  as  she  renounced  the  con- 
test.    Knowing   himself   the    traitor    that   he 
was.  he  could  yet  hold  her,  kiss  her,  murmur 
tender  things  to  her,  allow  her  to  cry  upon 
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his  breast,  to  stajniner  repentance  and  humMe- 
ness.  Cowrdlyl  False  I  Treacherous  I  She 
flung  out  her  hands,  rigid,  before  her  in  the 
dartaess.   as  though   for   ever   putting   W« 

Anguish?    Yesl-but  not  of  such  tortur- 
uig  quahty  as  she  could  have  felt  a  year  X 

astonished  that  she  could  bear  her  life    thS 

tes  holdmg  her  breath  even,  whii;  R^„ 
stept  there  m  the  shadowed  bed.  Had  ttL 
ttung  happened  to  her  before  their  anSval^ 
Heston    she  must  have  fallen  upon  S  S. 

seit .  must  at  least  have  poured  out  torrents 
^f'^'t  Tr^  and  tears.  She  could  n^^v^ 
tTt^'t?!"  this;  in  misery,  but  qdte  a^ 
to  thmk  thmgs  out,  to  envisage  aH  the  dark 
p^bd>t.es  of  the  future.    Md  not  ody  tte 

T*  .       t  warcnea  iier  own  years  po  hv 

run  on  ter  "^r^^  ^'  ""^^^^  '«  "-  ^d 
run  on  ner  own  origins.    But  on  this  winter 

night,  as  she  sat  motionless  by  the  &TZ. 

became  conscious  of  a  sudden  detad^nt  fr^* 

her  most  recent  self  anH  u*.      "'"^"nent  irom 

<="»«  seu  and  hfe— a  sudden  violent 
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turning  against  both — which  naturally  threw 
her  back  on  the  past,  on  some  reflection  upon 
what  she  had  made  ei  herself,  by  way  of  guide 
to  what  she  might  still  make  of  herself,  if  she 
struck  boldly,  now,  while  there  was  yet  time, 
for  her  own  freedom  and  development. 

As  to  her  parents,  she  never  confessed,  even 
to  herself,  that  she  owed  them  anything,  except, 
of  course,  the  mere  crude  wealth  that  her  father 
had  left  her.  Otherwise  she  was  vaguely 
ashamed  of  them  both.  And  yet ! — ^in  her  most 
vital  quaUties,  her  love  of  sensational  effect, 
her  scorn  of  half-measures,  her  quick,  relentless 
imagination,  her  increasing  ostentation  and  ex- 
travagance, she  was  the  true  child  of  the  boast- 
ful mercurial  Irishman  who  had  married  her 
Spanish  mother  as  part  of  a  trade  bargain,  on 
a  chance  visit  to  Buenos  Ayres.  For  twenty 
years  Daniel  Floyd  had  leased  and  exploited, 
had  ravaged  and  destroyed,  great  tracts  of 
primaeval  forest  in  the  northern  regions  of  the 
Prairie  State,  leaving  behind  him  a  ruined 
earth  and  an  impoverished  community,  but 
building  up  the  while  a  colossal  fortime.  He 
had  learnt  the  arts  of  municipal  "  bossing  "  in 
one  of  the  minor  towns  of  Illinois,  and  had 
then  migrated  to  Chicago,  where  for  years  he 
was  the  life  and  soul  of  all  the  bolder  and  more 
adventurous  corruption  of  the  city.  A  jovial, 
handsome   fellow  I — with   an    actor's   face,    a 
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bright  eye  and  a  slippery  hand.  Daphne  had 
a  vivid,  and,  on  the  whole,  affectionate,  remem- 
br^ce  of  her  father,  of  whom,  however,  she 
seldom  spoke.  The  thought  of  her  mother,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  always  unwelcome.  It 
brought  back  recoUections  of  storm  and  tern- 
pest ;  of  wild  laughter,  and  still  wilder  tears  • 
of  gw-geous  dresses,  smaU  feet,  and  jeweUed 

No ;  her  parents  had  but  smaU  place  in 
that  dramatic  autobiography  that  Daphne  was 
now  constructing  for  herself.  She  was  not 
their  daughter  in  any  but  the  physical  sense  • 
she  was  the  daughter  of  her  own  works  and 
eiiorts. 

She  leant  forward  to  the  fire,  her  face 
propped  in  her  hands,  going  back  in  thought 
to  her  father's  death,  when  she  was  fifteen  -to 
her  three  years  of  cloying  convent  life,  and'her 
^^  from  it.  as  wen  as  from  the  intriguing 
relations  who  would  have  kept  her  thereTto 
the  clever  lawyer  who  had  helped  to  put  her  in 
Pc^ses^on  of  her  fortune,  and  the  huge^ 
she  had  paid  him  for  his  services ;  to  her  se^h 

^fath  "',i'^''™8^  detennination  to 
nse  m  the  world,  the  friends  she  had  made  at 

coUege  ,.  New  York,  Philadelphia.  WaSLg! 
1?^  ^nL^  been  influenced  by  one  miliL 
after  another ;  she  had  worked  hard,  now  at 
mus-c,  now   at   philosophy;   had   dabb"^  ta 
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girls  clubs,  and  gone  to  Socialist  meetings, 
and  had  been  all  through  driven  on  by  the 
gadfly  of  an  ever-increasing  ambition. 

Ambition  for  what  I  She  looked  back  on 
this  early  Ufe  with  a  bitter  contempt.  What 
had  It  all  come  to?  Marriage  with  Roger 
Barnes  I— a  hasty  passion  of  which  she  was 
already  ashamed,  for  a  man  who  was  already 
false  to  her. 

What  had  made  her  marry  him?    She  did  not 
mmce  matters  with  herself  in  her  reply.    She 
had  married  him,  influenced  by  a  sudden  gust 
of  physical  inclination— by  that  glamour,  too 
under  which  she  had  seen  him  in  Washington' 
a  glamour  of  youth  ard  novelty.    If  she  had 
seen  him  first  in  his  natural  environment  she 
would  have  been  on  her  guard ;  she  would  have 
reaUsed  what  it  meant  to  marry  a  man  who 
could  help  her  own  ideals  and  ambitions  so 
little.    And  what,  reaUy,  had  their  married  life 
brought   her?    Had   she   ever   been    sure   of 
Roger  ?--had  she  ever  been  able  to  feel  proud 
of  him,  m  the  company  of  reaUy  distinguished 
men?— had    she    not    been    conscious,    again 
and  agam,  when  in  London,  or  Paris,  or  Berlin 
that  he  was  her  inferior,  that  he  spoiled  her 
social  and  inteUectual  chances  ?    And  his  tone 
towards  women  had  always  been  a  low  one  • 
no  great  harm  in  it,  perhaps ;   but  it  had  often 
wounded  and  disgusted  her. 
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And  then-for  climax  !— his  concealment  of 
tlie  early  love  affair  with  Chloe  Fairmile  •  his 
we^ess  and  folly  in  letting  her  regain'  her 
ho  d  upon  him ;  his  behaWom'  at  the  Brendon 
ball  the  gossip,  which,  as  Agnes  Farmer 
declared,  was  all  over  the  neighbourhood, 
ending  m  the  last  baseness-the  assignation 
the  hes,  the  hypocrisy  of  the  afternoon  I 

Enough!— more  than  enough!  What  did 
she  care  what  the  English  world  thought  of 
her  ?  She  would  free  and  right  herself  in  her 
own  way,  ^d  they  might  hold  up  what  hands 
they  pleased.  A  passion  of  wounded  vanity  of 
disappomted  self-love,  swept  through  her.  She 
had  IcwKed   fonvard  to  the  English  country 

n,V  tl  "f"*  *°  P'*y  »  6^«»t  part  in  it. 

St  *K  ?  r?*^'  ^"^  ^^  enough  to  show 
Z  Z^^  •'"  "^S-*"^  hopeless  narrowness 

^at^d  "jr  "'  ^'r  ^"^■=''  backwaters. 
What  did  these  smaU  squires  and  country 
dergy  faiow  of  the  real  world,  the  world  tW 

and  progressive  ideas  ?  Her  resentment  of  the 
»«/.«<  m  which  Roger  expected  her  to  Uve 
subtly  swelled  and  stren^hened  her  wratt 
agamst  himself;  it  made  the  soil  boL  S 
>rang  a  sudden  growth  of  angry  will-violent 
■^d  destructive.    There  was  in  her  littieOT 

tngland,  which  is  present  in  so  many  Americans, 
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which  emerges  in  them  like  buried  ^and  from 
the  waters^  On  the  contrary,  the  pressure  of 
race  and  blood  in  her  was  not  towards,  but 
against ;  not  friendly,  but  hostile.  The  nearer 
she  came  to  the  English  life,  the  more  certain 
forces  in  her,  deeply  infused,  rose  up  and  made 
their  protest.  The  Celtic  and  Latin  strains  that 
were  mingled  in  her,  their  natural  sympathies 
and  repulsions,  which  had  been  indistinct  in 
the  girl,  overlaid  by  the  deposits  of  the  current 
American  world,  were  becoming  dominant  in 
the  woman. 

Well,  thank  goodness,  modem  life  is  not 
as  the  old  I    There  are  ways  out. 

Midnight  had  just  struck.    The  night  was 
gusty,  the  north-west  wind  made  fierce  attacks 
on   the   square,    comfortable   house.    Daphne 
rose  slowly;   she  moved  noiselessly  across  the 
floor;  she  stood  with  her  arms  behind  her, 
looking  down  at  the  sleeping  Roger.    Then  a 
thought  struck  her;    she  reached  out  a  hand 
to  the  new  nimiber  of  an  American  Quarterly 
which  lay,  with  the  paper  knife  in  it,  on  a  table 
beside  the  bed.    She  had  ordered  it  in  a  mood 
of  jealous  annoyance  because  of  a  few  pages  of 
art  criticism  in  it  by  Mrs.  Fairmile,  which  im- 
pertinently professed  to  know  more  about  the 
\^tali  Signorelli  than  its  present  owner  did;  but 
she  rememb'.red  also  an  article  on  "  The  Future 
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for  Women,"  which  had  seemed  to  her  a  fine, 
progressive  thing.  She  turned  the  pages  noisc^ 
lessly— her  eyes  now  on  the  unconscious  Roger 
— ^now  on  the  book. 

"  All  forms  of  contract— in  business,  edu- 
cation, religion,  or  law— suffer  from  the 
weakness  and  bhndness  of  the  persons  making 
them— the  marriage  contra':t  as  much  as  any 
other.  The  dictates  of  humanity  and  common- 
sense  alike  show  that  the  latter  and  most 
important  contract  should  no  more  be  per- 
petual than  any  of  the  others." 

Again  : — 

"Any  covenant  between  human  beings 
that  fails  to  produce  or  promote  human 
happiness,  cannot  in  the  nature  of  things  be 
of  any  force  or  authority ;  it  is  not  only  a 
nght  but  a  duty  to  abolish  it." 

And  a  little  further  :— 

"  Womanhood  is  the  great  fact  of  woman's 
life.  Wifehood  and  motherhood  are  but 
mcidental  relations." 

Daphne  put  down  the  book.    In  the  dim 
light,  the  tension  of  her  slender  figure    her 
frownmg  brow,   her  locked  arms  and  hands 
made  of  her  a  threatening  Fate  hovering  darkly 
above  the  man  in  his  deep,  defenceless  sleep. 

She  was  miserable,  consumed  with  jealous 
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anger.  But  the  temptation  of  a  new  licence— 
a  lawless  law— was  in  her  veins.  Have  women 
been  trampled  on,  insulted,  enslaved  ?— in 
America,  at  least,  they  may  now  stand  on  their 
feet.  No  need  to  cringe  any  more  to  the 
insolence  and  cruelty  of  men.  A  woman's  life 
may  be  soiled  and  broken ;  but  in  the  great 
human  workshop  of  America  it  can  be  repaired. 
She  remembered  that  in  the  majority  of  Ameri- 
can divorces  it  is  the  woman  who  applies  for 
relief.  And  why  not?  The  average  woman, 
when  she  marries,  knows  much  less  of  life  and 
the  worid  than  the  average  man.  She  is  more 
likely— poor  soul !— to  make  mistakes. 

She  drew  closer  to  the  bed.  All  round  her 
glinunered  the  furniture  and  appointments  of 
a  costly  room— the  silver  and  tortoise-shell  on 
the  dressing-table,  the  Ion  3  mirrors  lining  the 
farther  wall,  the  silk  hangings  of  the  bed. 
Luxury,  as  light  and  soft  as  skill  and  money 
could  mdke  it— the  room  breathed  it ;  and  in 
the  midst  stood  the  young  creature  who  had 
designed  it,  the  will  within  her  hardening 
rapidly  to  an  irrevocable  purpose. 

Yes,  she  had  made  a  mistake!  But  she 
would  retrieve  it.  She  would  free  herself. 
She  would  no  longer  put  up  with  Roger,  with 
his  neglect  and  deceit— his  disagreeable  and 
ungrateful  mother— his  immoral  friends— and 
this  dull,  soul-deadening  English  life. 
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Roger  moved  and  murmured.  She  retreated 
a  little,  still  looking  at  him  fixedly.  Was  it 
the  child's  name  ?  Perhaps.  He  dreamt  in- 
termmably,  and  very  often  of  Beatty.  But  it 
chd  not  move  her.  Beatty,  of  course,  was  her 
child.  Every  child  belongs  to  the  mother  in 
a  far  profounder  sense  than  to  the  father.  And 
he,  too,  would  be  free;  he  would  naturaUv 
marry  again.  ^ 

Case  after  case  of  divorce  ran  through  her 
mina  as  she  stood  there ;  the  persons  and  cir- 
cumstances  all  well  known  to  her.  Other 
stones  also,  not  personaUy  within  her  ken  •  the 
famous  scandals  of  the  time,  much  discissed 

^n!J'cf';!i^!'^'^'^^^*y-  Her  wiis  cleared 
and  stee  ed  She  began  to  see  the  course  that 
she  must  follow. 

.  iLj^'f^  ^  ^^^'^'^^^  "P°"  t^«  lawyers ;  and 
l^t'  ^^-^^it-uponnl^ney:  AU 
^  thrn,,  ^  '^''  ^ag^ely  remembered, 

r^n  T"-  .  "■  "^^-  S^«  ^o^ld  have  to 
Zr a\^'T\''^''''''^^''^'  and  the 
Sfkota  or  Tt  "^  .'^^  "^^^^^^  ^  South 
ddDWa'     ly.  "^^^y^"^g-a   year  i„   PhiJa- 

IritdTf  M^^^  *^  ^^^^  information 
denved  of  old  from  Madeleine  Verrier,   who 

thi  ^;°"^^;  }^^  ^°-«^  to  consider^ 
t Wf       ^''  ^^  *°  ^^^€:h  alternatives.   Advice 
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Suddenly,  on  her  brooding,  there  broke  a 
wave  of  excitement.  Life,  instead  of  being 
dosed,  as  in  a  sense  it  is,  for  every  married 
woman,  was  in  a  moment  open  and  vague 
again  ;  the  doors  flung  wide  to  flaming  heavens. 
An  intoxication  of  recovered  youth  and  free- 
dom possessed  her.  The  sleeping  Roger  re- 
presented things  intolerable  and  outworn.  Why 
should  a  woman  of  her  gifts,  of  her  opportuni- 
ties, be  chained  for  life  to  this  commonplace 
man,  now  that  her  passion  was  over?— now 
that  she  knew  him  Lr  what  he  was,  weak, 
feather-brained,  and  vicious?  She  looked  at 
him  with  a  kind  of  exaltation,  spuming  him 
from  her  path. 

But  the  immediate  future !— the  practical 
steps  I  What  kind  of  evidence  would  she 
want?— what  kind  of  witnesses?  Something 
more,  no  doubt,  of  both  than  she  had  already. 
She  must  wait — temporise — do  nothing  rashly. 
If  it  was  for  Roger's  good  as  well  as  her  own 
that  they  should  be  free  of  each  other— and  she 
was  fast  persuading  herself  of  this— she  must, 
for  both  their  sakes,  manage  the  hateful  opera- 
tion without  bungling. 

What  was  the  alternative  ?  She  seemed  to 
ask  it  of  Roger,  as  she  stood  looking  down  upon 
him.  Patience  ?— with  a  man  who  could  never 
sympathise  with  her  intellectually  or  artistic- 
ally ?— the   relations   of   married   life   with   a 
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husband  who  made  assignations  with  an  old 
love,  under  the  eyes  of  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood ?— the  narrowing,  cramping  influences  of 
English  provincial  society  ?  No!  she  was  bom 
for  other  and  greater  things,  and  she  would 
grasp  them.  "  My  first  duty  is  to  myself—to 
my  own  development!  We  have  absolutely 
no  righi  to  sacrifice  ourselves — as  women 
have  been  taught  to  do  for  thousands  of 
years." 

Bewildered  by  the  rhetoric  of  her  own 
thoughts.  Daphne  returned  to  her  seat  by  the 
fire,  and  sat  there  wildly  dreaming,  till  once 
more  recalled  to  practical  possibilities  by  the 
passage  of  the  hours  on  the  clock  above 
her. 

Miss  Farmer  ?  Everything,  it  seemed,  de- 
pended on  her.  But  Daphne  had  no  doubts 
of  her.  Poor  g?  —with  her  poverty-stricken 
home,  her  drunken  father  lately  dismissed  from 
his  post,  and  her  evident  inclination  towards 
this  clever  young  fellow  now  employed  in  the 
house— Daphne  rejoiced  to  think  of  what  money 
could  do,  in  this  case  at  least ;  of  the  reward 
that  should  be  waiting  for  the  giri's  devotion 
when  the  moment  came ;  of  the  gifts  already 
made,  and  the  gratitude  already  evoked.  No  • 
she  could  be  tnisted ;  she  ha .  every  reason  to 
be  true. 

Some  fitful  sleep  came  to  her  at  last  in  ths 
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mommg  hours.  But  when  Roger  awoke,  she 
was  half-way  through  her  dressing  ;  and  when 
he  first  saw  her,  he  noticed  nothing  except  that 
she  was  paler  than  usual,  and  confessed  to  a 
broken  night. 

But  as  the  day  wore  on  it  became  plain  to 
ev«ybody  at  Heston~to  Roger  fint  and  fc.-e- 
most-that  something  was  mtich  amiss.  Daphne 
would  no  leave  her  sittmg-room  and  her  JSa 
she  complamed  of  headache  and  over-fatigue  • 
would  hav<  nothing  to  say  to  the  men  at  ^rk 
on  the  new  uecoration  of  the  east  wing  of  the 

J.T^  T^/'™  damouring  for  dilutions  ; 
and  wodd  admit  nobody  but  Miss  Farmer  and 
her  maid.  R<^er  forced  his  way  in  once,  only 
to  be  vanquished  by  the  traditional  weapons 

t^^"*^'  P"""'-  *""  ^*"'='-  Her  face  ^n- 
tracted  and  quivered  as  his  step  approached 

^d  hi  irK""  *°T''  ""^  '^"^P'^J  "^°  her; 
and  he  left  her.  awkwardly,  on  tiptoe,  feeling 

hmisdf  as  mtnisively  brutal  as  she  clearly 
meant  him  to  feel.  ^ 

What  on  earth  was  the  matter  ?  Some  new 
gnevance  a^st  him,  he  ^-  .osed.  After  th" 
softeung,  the  quasi-reconciliation  of  the  day 
before,  h«  chagnn  and  disappointment  were 
great.    Impossible  she  should  know  anythmg 

il  tt."''!^*^  '^^"^ '    ^*^«  *^  "ot  a  s^i 
m  that  wood ;  and  the  place  was  twenty  miles 
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from  Heston.  Again  he  felt  the  imjulse  to 
bliut  .t  aU  out  to  her ;  but  was  simply  repeUed 
and  intumdated  by  this  porcupine  mood  in 
which  she  had  wrapped  herself.  Better  wait 
at  least  till  she  was  a  little  more  norma 
agam.  He  went  off  disconsolately  to  a  dav  < 
shootmg.  ■' 

Meanwhile,  his  own  particular  worry  was 
diarp  enough.  Chloe  had  taken  advantage  of 
their  casual  Utc-i-tiU,  as  sh*  Had  done  befwe  on 
severa^  occasions,  to  claim  something  of  the 
old  relation,  instead  of  accepting  the  new,  like 
a  decent  woman ;  and  in  the  face  of  the  tempt- 
ation  offered  him  he  had  shown  a  weakness  of 
which  not  only  his  conscience  but  his  pride  was 
^od.  He  reaUsed  perfectly  that  she  had 
been  trymg  dunng  the  whole  autumn  to  recover 

»nH  K^",  """u^  °"  ^^-  "'<1  •>«  »ko  saw  'early 
and  bitterly  that  he  was  not  strong  enough  to 
r^t  he.,  should  he  continue  to  be  ^a,Z 
with  her ;  and  not  clever  enough  to  Kaffle  h.  " 
.f  her   wUl   were   really   set   on   r    >»^ 

What,  then,  must  he  do  ?    As  he  tramoed 
Sr^d?!  't^  '""  P'antations^'^X^ 

out  T    -iil  **f  '^^y-  P"""-  *«"»»'  I  arguing 

to  fL  f !,"'  ^  '"<'•    Wh'^t  would  tt^.! 
bert  French  advise  him  to  do  .'-supposing  he 
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could  put  the  question  plainly  to  him  whic 
course  was  not  possible.    He  meTt  iToS 
and  smcerely  to  keep  straight  •   in7  v.- 

Se2  afo^%*°"  "'"^  opportunities.  ' 
Heston,  at  least  for  a  time-that  was  tZ  „t 
ously  pnident  and  reasonable  «>^  *|° 
her  present  mood  it  was  of  no^^^or  ^ 
propose  it,  tired  as  she  seemed  toX  ITh^, 
and  Asappomted  in  the  neighbom?  •  ant  „ 

^'•sorhap;;-  '^?,f:  t--l^•  ''e  h 

it  would  be  a7dly  S  to  tu^^f  T' 
Heston  for  a  time  '"^  ^^^  ' 

TM^"*  ^u""""  *^  ''*  ''*<'  taken  his  departur 
Chloe  perhaps  would  take   hers  •   JrjV 

Daphne's  jealousy  wouldt ':^^  tn'H 

the  Ipffprc     Tk  persistence  abou 

liie  letters.    There  was,   no  donhf    «   i,      • 

days.     Throimh  rki«  »  '  *°^'  "^  ^^"nei 

ys.     ihrough  Chloe's  unpardonable  indiscre- 


1,  which  of 
t  honestly 
o  his  duty 
e  was  no 
fd  to  give 
lities.    To 
and  leave 
the  obvi- 
But  in 
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tions  he  blew  a  ,«.    .  '93 

'"Jy-s  affair  l^  «^*f  deal  «ore  about  tWs 

.was  safe  enough  ■  nni  lu  V  ^"^  the  fetter 
«to  dangerous^ha'nrif;  ^^^  ^'^y  *<>  come 
hypotheses,     ft  ^t'  '"JP"\°'  Chloe's  absZ 

^ng  the  boxes  in^eS^'^'"^'   "°   """^ 
could  possiM,,  ^^j.    "'f 'ocked  room  •  =.„j  ._.. 


5r  him  to  I  hypotheses.     it"~Z;' '"  *P"e  of  Chloe's  abs^H 
i  Heston,     ^ong  the  box«  iTTh  T'T*^«'-e.    no   doX 
any  plan     could  Possibly  ge"h^lV°f*^  ^°<"»--  and  who 
d  before-  N«e  he  real^l^  ^^f ^  °    it?    At  the  s^" 

jparture,  '  Setter  deny.         °^  ''°"°'^.  he  could  nor^J^' 

1  if  so,         A  pheasant  pot  ■,„ 

an  ever,    "^here  in  the  mid  seL^'Tf  «  P'oughed  field 


tt  Chloe  ,  ,  ""t  after  that  R,— 
i  about  fH^  as  before.    He  wh^tL"'^  '»^ce  as  cheer 
horrid  ^^""feg  recover^  ."^2lf  '^  he  walkedft^ 

fornierf  '^^os.  were  once  more  his 

'^^^«-L  ^^^*  was  thaf  i»  • 
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his  way.    He  would  have  another  determined 
hunt  for  that  letter ;   he  would  also  find  and 
destroy  his  own  letters  to  Chloe— those  she  had 
returned  to  him— which  must  certainly  never 
fall  into  Daphne's  hands ;   and  then  he  would 
go  away  to  London  or  the  North,  to  some  place 
whence  he  could  write  both  to  Chloe  Fairmile 
and  to  his  wife.    Women  like  Daphne  were  too 
quick ;   they  could  get  out  a  dozen  words  to 
your  one ;   but  give  a  ma.i  time,  and  he  could 
express  himself.    And,  therewith,  a  great  ten- 
derness and  compunction  in  this  man's  hearth 
and  a  steady  determination  to  put  things  right! 
For  was  not  Daphne  Beatty's  mother  ?    and 
was  he  not  in  truth  very  fond  of  her,  if  only  she 
would  let  him  be  ? 

Now  then  for  the  hunt.    As  he  had  never 
destroyed  the  letters,  they  must  exist ;  but,  in 
the  name  of  mischief,  where  ?    He  seemed  to 
remember  thrusting  his  own  letters  to  Chloe 
into  a  desk  of  his  schoolboy  days  which  i-^ed  to 
stand  in  his  London  sitting-room.    Very  likely 
some  of  hers  might  be  there  too.    But  the 
thought  of  his  own  had  by  now  become  a  much 
greater  anxiety  to  him  than  the  wish  to  placate 
Chloe.    For  he  was  most  uncomfortably  aware 
that  his  correspondence  with  Chloe  during  their 
short  engagement  had  been  of  a  very  different 
degree  of  fervour  from  that  shown'  in  the  letters 
to  Daphne  under  similar  circumstances.    As 
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for  the  indelicacy  and  foUy  of  leavine  such 
docmnents  to  chance,  he  cu4d  it  so^^.  '""• 

nnt^r'L'""'' '    He  pondered  it.    He  did 
not  even  know  which  attic  it  was  that  had 

Heston,  and  now  held  some  of  the  old  London 
funntoe  and  papers.  Well,  he  mus?  maSj^ 
in     ^^^    -^  "*"  ^°'^'  «  necessary.   Wh!t 

roth^^rNors;^  nr '^  ^^  ^" 
pect^for'T^u^^rihr^  --  - 

had  been  banished  to  a  room  on  the  farther  side 

went  straight  to  his  wife  ^  '  ^"^ 

ceivSirXce"'^-^'-'-'— d,e. 

The  ^„*''*  *""'  '"*™"'S  °^  tWs.  Daphne '  " 
The^tone     was    quiet,    but     the    bLtLg 

She  looked  at  him-bracing  herself, 
night."  """'  "*  ''°"* '    ^  J-'d  "o  sleep  last 
'  You  had  neuralgia  ?  " 

alone.''^^'^'*  ^'^~^  ^"^  ^^  ^^^P'    I  must  be 
His  eyes  and  hers  met. 
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For  to-night,  then,"  he  said  briefly.  "  I 
don't  know  what's  the  matter  with  you.  Daphne, 
and  I  suppose  it's  no  use  to  ask  you.  I  thought, 
yesterday— but— however,  there's  no  time  to 
talk  now.    Are  you  coming  down  to  dinner  ? " 

"Not  to  dinner.  I  will  come  down  for 
an  hour  afterwards." 

He  went  away,  and  before  he  had  reached 
his  own  room,  and  while  the  heat  of  his 
sudden  passion  still  possessed  him,  it  occurred 
to  him  that  Daphne's  behaviour  might  after 
all  prove  a  godsend.  That  night  he  would 
make  his  search,  with  no  risk  of  disturbing 
his  wife. 


The  dinner  in  the  newly  decorated  dining- 
room  went  heavily.  Lady  Barnes  had  grown 
of  late  more  and  more  anxious  and  depressed. 
She  had  long  ceased  to  assert  herself  in  Daphne's 
presence,  and  one  saw  her  as  the  British  matron 
in  adversity,  buffeted  by  forces  she  did  not 
understand ;  or  as  some  minor  despot  snuffed 
out  by  a  stronger. 

The  General,  who  had  only  arrived  just  in 
time  to  dress,  inquired  in  astonishment  for 
Daphne,  and  was  told  by  Roger  that  his  wife 
was  not  well,  but  would  come  down  for  a  little 
while  after  dinner.  In  presence  of  the  new 
splendours  of  Heston,  the  General  had— in 
Roger's  company— very  little  to  say.    He  made 


(( 


i 


DAPHNF  ,9, 

the  vague  remark  that  the  dining-room  was 
"  very  fine,"  but  he  should  not  have  known  it 
agam.  Where  was  the  portrait  of  Edward 
and  the  full-length  of  Edward's  fatiier  by  Sir 
Francis  Grant  ?  Lady  Barnes  drew  herself  up 
and  said  nothing.  Roger  hastily  replied  that 
he  believed  they  were  now  in  the  passage  lead- 
ing to  the  billiard-room. 

"What!  that  dark  comer  I"  cried  the 
General,  looking  with  both  distaste  and  hos- 
tility  at  the  famous  SignoreUi—a  fuU-length 
nude  St.  Sebastian,  bound  and  pierced—which 
had  replaced  them  on  the  dining-room  waU. 
Who  on  earth  ever  saw  such  a  picture  in 
a  dming-room?  Roger  must  be  a  fool  to 
allow  it  I 

Afterwards,  the  General  and  Lady  Barnes 
wandered  through  ihe  transformed  house  in 
general  agreement  as  to  the  ugliness  and 'ex- 
travagance of  almost  everything  that  had  been 
done-an  agreement  that  was  as  balm  to  the 
harassed  spirits  of  the  lady. 

"What  have  they  spent?"  asked  the 
General,  under  his  breath,  as  they  returned  to 
the  drawing-room-"  thousands  and  thousands, 
I  shomd  thmki  And  there  was  no  need  for 
them  to  spend  a  penny.  It  is  a  sinful  waste 
and  no  one  should  waste  money  in  these  day^ 
-there  are  too  many  unemployed  I  "  He  urew 
up  his  spare  person,  with  a  terrier-like  shake 
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of  th^  head  and  shouldeiB,  as  of  one  repudial 
mg  Mammon  and  aU  its  works.  ^ 

und^r  h^  bre^^  1?"^^  complained,  als< 
onrniihl  wreath  They  were  passing  alom 
one  of  the  side  corridors  of  the  housTpn/i  ^t    ^ 

the  walls     Th!  r         ,      °°''  *"■  *">«'?»  '«>m 

of  iBSMnsiMif^    T  '      ^  ''*^™  *  <"^  sense 
StaS/^         ^-    ^  '^'^  P'*"*y  °'  *at  in  the 

«^t^\^^**  acquiesced.    She  was  alwavs 

Ss^y^oH^-^'^  "»'''*^'^^  viet^'S 

They  found  Daphne  in  the  drawinR-nx)m 

ver»tion  with  them,  avoided  aU  mention  of 
the  house,  and  cresentlv  ,-,>,.,„i  •  .  "'"°™  °' 
headache  went  ba^rA'^^'"^^  ^^  °f 
an  hour  dor/tai''   °  '*'  '""^  "^'^  ""^'^ 

aiso'^:ti;^^;^b^'^^:f,  *°  .'f^'-  '^  ^^ 

chaneTl    h!.      .  V    J°^e-    I^ura    wanted    a 
Change  I    He  rejoiced  that  he  was  to  escort 
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her  on  the  morrow  to  the  London  house  of 
some  cheerful  and  hospitable  relations.  Dol- 
lar*, it  seemed,  were  not  ever3rthing,  and  he 
wished  to  heaven  that  Roger  had  been  content 
to  marry  some  plain  English  girl,  with,  say,  a 
couple  of  thousand  a  year.  Even  the  frugal 
Gen-^ral  did  not  see  how  it  could  have  beon 
done  on  less.  Roger  no  doubt  had  been  a  lazy 
self-indulgent  beggar.  Yet  he  seemed  ?.  good 
deal  steadier,  and  more  sensible  than  he  used 
to  be ;  in  spite  of  his  wife,  and  the  pouring 
out  of  doUars.  And  there  was  no  doubt  iliat  he 
had  grown  perceptibly  older.  The  General  felt 
a  vague  pang  of  regret,  so  rare  and  so  compeUing 
had  been  the  quahty  of  Roger's  early  youth 
measured  at  least  by  physical  standards. 

The  house  sank  into  sleep  and  silence. 
Roger,  l^fore  saying  good-night  to  his  mother 
had  let  faU  a  casual  question  as  to  the  where- 
abouts of  the  room  which  stiU  contained  the 
dSbrts  of  the  London  house.  He  must,  he  said 
look  up  two  or  three  things,  some  share  certifi- 
cates of  his  father's,  for  instance,  that  he  had 
been  ui  want  of  for  some  time.  Lady  Barnes 
directed  him.  At  the  end  of  the  nursery  wing 
to  the  nght.  But  in  the  morning  one  of  the 
housemaids  would  show  him.  Had  she  the 
key  ?  She  produced  u,  thought  no  more  of 
It,  and  went  to  bed. 
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He  waited  in  his  room  tiU  after  midnieht 
then  took  off  his  shoes,  his  pride  smaZTS 

in  the  haU  below.    This  gave  enough  glimme. 
on  the  broad  open  landing  for  him  to  gC  w 
way  by,  and  he  went  noiselessly  towlXth 
staircase  leading  „p  to  Beatt/s  rooms^*' 
ust  as  he  reached  it,  he  tho^ht  he  caughrt^e 

W  ""^f  '"^  '"^^  somewhere  r  the 
house,  an  indeterminate  sound  not  to  be  located 

^"d  hir ""  "T"^'  *°  "^t™' "  had  c^: 

of  the'i^gSr"  '*  *°  •"  """y "  ^"'y  ""™- 

coJS  ^h.""^  *''*  ""^"^  *^8-    So  far,  of 
«rT'         7*''  '^^  P«'''«<=%  familiar.    He 

Sv'Tt ""  r^^  "'*°"*  eoing  to  la  J 
aeatty  m  her  cot.    Outside  the  door  of  the 

Snfi  Sh?  .",!  "^T^  ^''  Wankets?_the 
da^Ung !  She  stJl  sucked  her  thumb,  some- 
times,  poor  baby,  to  send  her  to  sleep  ^A 
^  was  another  reason  for  discont^fiSh 
M.SS  Fanner  that  she  would  maA:eI  mi^ 
demeanour  of  it     RpalNr   ♦!,,*  ^" 

his  nerves  I  ^'  *''^'  """"^  S°*  »■> 

whatver'^nf'^t""'^'^.''*  '^^'^  "<>  ^o^\e^. 
wnatever  of  his  own  house.    The  attics  at 

Heston  were  large  and  mmbling.    He  Wiev^ 

the  servants  were  all  in  the  other  ting   w 

was  not  sure;    he  could  only  hopelfat  he 
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ymis"""'  °"  """^  handmaiden',  room 

H.  t  -^Ju*",*'  "«''*•  '*  'he  end  of  the  passage. 
He  tned  the  key.    Thank  goodness  I    It  turaed 

Tn  tr  T  r.^"  "°"^'  ""-^  "*  found  hS 
cLhu  J^""'!  "'  "  "e  lumber-room,  his 

i^i,~i  ^*  ''°*"''  «>*  <><»»"  the  light,  and 
looked  round  him  in  despair.  The  rwm  wa^ 
crowded  with  furniture,  tranks,  and  iS^L  ta 
considerable  confusion.  It  looked  as  tlSi^h 
the  men  employed  to  move  them  had  pufd 
itrSiM*'''^.'  »<JR06-shre^^y 
sS^f^  "   '"°*^'-    '"'n   '^hom,   i^ 

spite  of  her  square  and  businesslike  appearmce 
^  own  indolence  was  inherited,  hKS 
°°«' from  the  task  of  disturbing  them. 
«e  began  to  rummage  a  little.    Papers  b«- 
ongmg  to   his   father-an    endless   ^  oi 
them;    some   in  tin  boxes  marked  ^to  the 
names  of  various  companies,  mining  and  other 
some  in  leather  cases,  reminiscent  of  poUtfi' 
and    labeUed    "  ParUamentary "    or    ^^■ 
Government  Board."    Tnmks  containing  C^ 
suite,   yeomanty   uniforms,   and   ttTffie      , 
medley   of   old   account   books    nw       '  u 
worthless  volumes  ar,Tt>r„k      '   photographs, 
the  refui  tw        .  °^^  ornaments:   all 

Koger  pulled  and  push^^i'^ntl^i^  He 
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could,  but  making.  inevitaUy,  some  noise  in  the 
process.  At  last  I  He  caught  sight  of  some 
belongings  of  his  own,  and  was  soon  joyfully 
detaching  the  old  Eton  desk,  of  which  he  was 
in  search,  from  a  pile  of  miscellaneous  rubbish. 
In  doing  so,  to  his  dismay,  he  upset  a  couple  oi 
old  cardboard  boxes  filled  with  letters,  and 
they  fell  with  some  clatter.  He  looked  round 
instinctively  at  the  door ;  but  it  was  shut,  and 
the  house  was  well  built,  the  walls  and  ceilings 
reasonably  sound-proof.  The  desk  was  only 
latched— beastly  carelessness,  of  course  I— and 
inside  it  were  three  thick  piles  of  letters,  and  a 
few  loose  ones  below.  His  own  letters  to  Chloe  ; 
and— by  George  I— the  lost  one  I— among  the 
others.  He  opened  it  eagerly,  ran  it  through. 
Yes,  the  very  thing  I  What  luck  I  He  laid 
it  carefully  aside  a  moment  on  a  trunk 
near  by,  and  sat  with  the  other  letters  on 
his  lap. 

His  fingers  played  with  them.  He  ahnost 
determined  to  take  them  down  unopened,  and 
bum  them,  as  they  were,  in  his  own  room ;  but 
in  the  end  he  cculd  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  look  at  them  once  more.  He  pulled  off  an 
indiarubber  band  from  the  latest  packet,  and 
was  soon  deep  in  them,  at  first  half  ashamed, 
half  contemptuous.  Calf  love,  of  course  1  And 
he  had  been  a  precious  fool  to  write  such  things. 
Then,  presently,  the  headlong  passion  of  them 
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b^  to  affect  him,  to  Mt  his  pulses  wringing. 
He  feU  to  wondering  at  his  own  bygone  fac^ 
lus  own  powers  of  expression.  How  did  h^ 
ever  wnte  s.,ch  a  style  I  He.  who  could  hanDy 
gt  through  a  note  now  without  blots  and  labour 
&«y>ty  grew  upon  him,  and  self-admiration' 
^  heaven  I    How  could  a  woman  t^^ 

cl^oe'Zl'tLrLT  *»  -  "^  this-as 

inH.^1  ""^  *°^  '^"^""^ '  »••  rather,  the  old 
m^ble  mipressions  of  it  left  on  n^rve  md 

ine^U'^lrJ*''  °"  ^  '°^-    »«  ««  bniod. 

S,wed     oif  *  .T,"  *'  ^^^-  ^  head 
twwed.    One  might  have  thought  him  a  man 

overcome  and  dissolved  by  the  Te™«!^ 
memories  of  passion ;  but  to  ^th  ^waf 
gntdually  and  steadily  reactmg  ag^tliel 
~n«.  and  this  time  ftoallyVrls  CH^ 
wS  S^  TT*^'  *  «">'«  mastenTrf 
S/-"  thlt?^!''^  "n'dndness'^and 
now  J  ^  ^L^s^  >  ^^  ::K-^^ 

ram  atresh,  with  no  respect  for  his  married  IH. 

He  °"^  Z  ^^P*"^"^  »*«=«  of  ^ 

He  judged   her,    and   therewith    hiin«.lf 

mm  that,  in  some  ways,  he  had  made  i        ° 
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job  of  his  We  and.  in  othera,  a  bad  one.    A.  i 

It  i.^'"J21  *^  T"»  '^*^  here  nor  ther 
♦L    K  ^.  '""*'"8  '">  •'•^  «>  much  of  it 

I^  !^!  ^  T  ""^  •""  ""^  "°t  his,  had  bee 
Iw  £?  ?,  *''*  "'°"*.  But  he  did  not  fin, 
ft«t  boundless  wealth  had  made  as  much  differ 

ZZ  I T  ^J^  ^'^  ^'P^'^-  0"  the  othe 
tw  K^^.^  "'"^h  happier  with  Daphn, 
^  he  had  thought  he  should  be,  up  to^h, 
tm.i  of  thetf  coming  to  Heston.  She  wasn'i 
easy  to  live  with,  and  she  had  been  oft^,  S 
now.  ndicultmsly  jealous;  but  you  codd  not 
apparoitly,  hve  with  a  woman  without  getting 
very  fond  of  her-he  couldn't-especiaUy  « 

tLf  '^"^r^  *  "^'^  ■■  «"<!  «  Daphne  had 
turned  agamst  hrni  now,  for  a  bit-weU    he 

could  not  swear  to  himself  that  he  had  been 
free  from  blame;  and  it  perhaps  served iSn 
nght  for  havmg  gone  out  deliberately  to  the 
Stat^  to  many  money-with  a  wife  thrown 
in— m  that  shabby  sort  of  way 

But   now   to  straighten  out  this  coU;   to 
d.ake  hunself  finaUy  free  of  Chloe.  and  make 

St?^.  ^U  T" '    ^'  ^"^"^  *°  himself 
that  he  could  and  would  make  her  happv- 

gether.    The  memory  of  her  lying  white  and 

head  bes.de  hrr,  came  across  him,  and  melted 
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hi»n;    he   thought  of  her   with   longing   and 
tenden.oss. 

With  a  deep  breath  he  raised  himself  on 
his  seat ;  in  the  old  Greek  phrase,  "  the  gods 
breathed  courage  into  his  soul**;  and  as  he 
stretched  out  an  indifferent  hand  towards 
Chloe's  letters  on  the  trunk,  Roger  Barnes  had 
perhaps  reached  the  highest  point  of  his  moral 
history;  he  had  become  conscious  of  himself 
as  a  moral  being  choosing  good  or  evil ;  and 
he  had  chosen  good.  It  was  not  so  much  that 
his  conscience  accused  him  greatly  with  regard 
to  Chloe.  For  that  his  normal  standards  were 
fine  enough.  It  was  rather  a  kind  of 
serious  call,"  something  akin  to  conversion, 
or  that  might  have  been  conversion,  which 
befell  him  in  this  dusty  room,  amid  the  night- 
silence. 

As  he  took  up  Chloe's  letters  he  did  not 
notice  that  the  door  had  quietly  opened 
behind  him,  and  that  a  figure  stood  on  the 
threshold. 

A  voice  struck  into  the  stillness. 
"  Roger  I " 

He  turned  with  a  movement  that  scattered 
aU  his  own  letters  on  the  floor.  Daphne  stood 
^fore  him— but  with  the  eyes  of  a  mad  woman. 
Her  hand  shook  on  the  handle  of  the  door. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?"  She  flung 
out  the  question  like  a  blow. 
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paDe«.  *no  fu  ^^  ^°°^S  "P  some  olc 
papers,  no  joke,  in  aU  this  rubbish"  H. 
pointed  to  it.  "Jooisn.      Hc 

"  What  old  papers  ?  " 
said,  nettied  by  her  tone,  "  or  not  in  that  wav 

ftere  to  look  for  something  I  wanted     Wh 
Ad  you  shut  your  door  on  L  ?  "  ^^ 

.rri:  I'apline  came  nearer. 

It  must   be   something  you   want   v»r., 

niffht"    Qi,«   «  •    T?  *^  "^  tune  of 

nignt.      She  raised  her  eves    still   uH+k   *u 

fl'rto's?^'*'r^s<''^'fr-thr,^ter*L' ' 

^^^ng  .-they're  ^atei^t^t^to'^r 

-te^^o-S^aiS-r^nif'^** 

l^^t    never  dast'ro^*  C;ufd"'th\;'te^ 
Stuffed  awav  ht^^t^     t  u,.      i  ^  ^^^^ 

af  fho^,      it.  ^  ^*^®  ^ong  meant  to  get 

^ut^^t^a^?^  *'^'"'  -<^  -  y-  t-e^  me' 


DAPHNE  tot 

"  What  is  that  letter  in  your  hand  ? "  ex- 
claimed Daphne,  interrupting  him. 

"  Oh,  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  you— or 

me "  he  said,  hastily  making  a  movement 

to  put  it  in  his  coat  pocket.  But  in  a  second, 
Daphne,  with  a  ciy,  had  thiown  herself  upon 
him,  to  his  intense  amazement,  wrestling  with 
him,  in  a  wild  excitement.  And  as  she  did  so 
a  thin  woman,  with  frightened  eyes,  in  a  nurse's 
^^  dress,  came  quickly  into  the  room,  as  though 
Daphne's  cry  had  signaUed  to  her.  She  was 
behmd  Roger,  and  he  was  not  aware  of  her 
approach. 

"  Daphne,  don't  be  such  a  Uttle  fool !  "  he 
said  mdignantly,  holding  her  off  with  one 
hand^  determined  not  to  give  her  the  letter. 

Then,    all   in   a   moment— without,    as   it 
seemed  to  him,  any  but  the  mildest  defensive 
,       action  on  his  part— Daphne  stumbled  and  feU 
I  Daphne  I— I  say ! " 

in  i!?  J^^  '*'^?"^  "''^^  ^^'  ^  e^^eat  distress 
to  hf t  her  up,  when  he  felt  himself  vehemenUy 
^.       put  aside  by  a  woman's  hand. 

"  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  youreelf.  sir ! 
:        Let  me  go  to  her."  ' 

m./f%x^.^  ^   bewilderment.    "Miss   Far- 

mer !    What  on  earth  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

4        fn  ^"        his  astonishment  he  had  given  way 

1       to  her,  and  he  feU  back  pale  and  frown^T 

while,  without  replying,  she  lifted  DapS 
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who  had  a  cut  on  her  forehead  and  was  hal 
fainting-from  the  ground. 

"  Don't  come  near  her,  sir  I  »  said  the  nur»> 
agam  wardmg  him  off.  "  You  have  done  q^e 
enough.    Let  me  attend  to  her  "        °°*  ^""'^ 

RogI/°JS^!.^*  «"^  '"y  •^'""g?"  said 

no<Lg^'^e  k^   Z.r""  ^°"  "  *^ 
listemng  at  the  d-T^'  ^^  """'■   ^^''^  y°" 

haIf^niS7°"''^^  "°  '^P^y-    She  was^ 
ft^eaing,  haU  supportu-g  Daphne,  who  leant 

^r?,,H  K  ""^y  "^^  ^^  <•<«»•.  Roger 

Wd     ^°  '*'"'^«  '''™''  '«'^-  ™ 

"  nln^*  ."^    */^^    ^^•"    ^^    said    stenJy 
Daphne  !_send  this  woman  away  " 

But  Daphne  only  shuddered,  and  putting 
out   a  shakmg  hand,   she   wav;d   him'^  Irom'  , 

«vnl^T  "^^^  ''^''-    ^  =*^'"g«  «nse  of  in- 
exphcable    disaster    rushed    upon    bun.     He 

r S;^!'"^  «^-  p-  «--«•>  the  d ": 

Daphne  reached  her  own  room.    As   the 
door  dosed  upon  them  she  turned  to  he7com' 
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Pajuon    holding  out  the  handkerchief  stained 
w:th  blood  she  had  been  pressing  to  her  te^ 
You  saw  It  aU?"  she  said  imperiously 
— "  the  whole  thing  ?  "  ^ 

"All,"  said  Mss  Farmer.    "It's  a  mercv 
you're  not  more  hurt."  ' 

Daphne  gave  a  hysterical  laugh. 
ItU  just  do-I  think  it'll  just  dot    But 
you  U  have  to  make  a  good  deal  iut  of  u" 

And  smking  down  by  the  fire,  she' burst 
mto  a  passion  of  wild  tears. 

The  nurse  brought  hor  sal  voUile    and 
washed  the  small  cut  above  her  eyebrow 

tri,JL^^      1^^  **  ^^"^^  ^'"'"  she  said 
tnumphantly.    "l  guessed  at  once  he  must 

-rJrof;:;e^r'>^"^-^j«ewthatroo"^* 

A  knock  at  the  door  startled  them. 
Never  mmd."    The  nurse  hurried  across 
the  room.    "  It's  locked  " 

and^7tl"'l'^''-"  "^^  R°g«^'«  strong 

•eave  her  to  rest,    sft'l  tU 'a^^er'Ke 
consequences  if  she's  disturbed  any  more  " 

was^  decided  nol'te^l^tdS"? 
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stairs  on  Miss  Farmer's  information  with  no 
definite  purpose.    She  only  knew  that— once 
agam— Roger  was  hiding  something  from  her 
— domg  something  secret  and  disgraceful— and 
she  suddenly  resolved  to  surprise  and  confront 
him.     With  a  mind  stiU  vaguely  running  on 
the  legal  aspects  of  what  she  meant  to  do,  she 
had  bade  the  nurse  foUow  her.    The  rest'  had 
been   half  spontaneous,   half  acting.    It   had 
struck  he:  imagination  midway  how  the  inci- 
dent could  be  turned— an(^  used. 

She  was  triumphant ;  but  from  sheer  ex- 
citement she  wept  and  sobbed  through  the 
greater  part  of  the  night. 
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PART  III 


CHAPTER   IX 

It  was  a  cheerless  Febmajy  day.  dark  and 
slaty   overhead,    dusty    below.     In    the    East 
End  streets  paper  and  straw,  children's  curls 
girls'  pmafores  and  women's  skirts  were  driven 
back  and  forward   by  a  bitter  wind;    there 
was  an  ugly  light  on  ugly  houses,  with  none  of 
that  kind  trickery  of  mist  or  smoke  which  can 
lend  some  grace  on  normal  days  even  to  Com- 
mercial Street,  or  to  the  network  of  lanes  north 
of  the  Bethnal  Green  Road.     The  pitiless  wind 
swept  the  streets— swept  the  children  and  the 
grown-ups  out  of  them  into  the  houses,  or  any 
available  shelter ;    and  in  the  dark  and  chilly 
emptmess  of  the  side  roads  one  might  listen  in 
fancy  for  the  stealthy  returning  steps  of  spirits 
crueller  than  Cold,  more  tyrannous  than  Poverty 
coming  to  seize  upon  their  own. 

In  one  of  these  side  streets  stood  a  house 
larger  than  its  neighbours,  in  a  bit  of  front 
garden,  with  some  decrepit  rust-bitten  raiHngs 
between  it  and  the  road.  It  was  an  old  dwell- 
ing overtaken  by  the  flood  of  tenen:ent  houses 
which  spiead  north,  south,  east,  and  west  of 
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It.    Its  waUs  were  no  less  grimy  than  its  neigh- 
bours' ;  but  its  windows  were  outlined  in  cheer- 
ful white  paint,  firelight  sparkled  through  its 
unshuttered  panes,  and  a  bright  green  door 
with  a  brass  knocker  completed  its  pleasant 
air.    There  were  always  children  outside  the 
Vicarage  railings  on  winter  evenings,  held  there 
by  the  speU  of  the  green  door  and  the  firelight 
Inside  the  fireUt  room  to  the  left  of  the  front 
pathway,  two  men  were  standing-one  of  whom 
had  just  entered  the  house. 

"  My  de?-  Penrose  I— how  very  good  of  you 
to  come.  I  low  how  frightfully  busy  you  are." 
The  m  addressed  put  down  his  hat  and 
stick,  and  .stily  smoothed  back  some  tumbling 
black  ha-,  which  interfered  with  spectacled 
eyes  already  hampered  by  short  sight.  He 
was  a  tall,  lank,  powerful  feUow;  anyone 
acquainted  with  the  West-country  would  have 
known  him  for  one  of  the  swarthy,  grey-eved 
Cornish  stock.  °    j    j 

"I  am  pretty  busy— but  your  tale,  Her- 
bert, was  a  startler.  If  I  can  help  you-or 
Barnes-command  me.  He  is  coming  this 
afternoon  ?  "  ** 

Herbert  French  pointed  his  visitor  to  a 
chair. 

"Of  course.  And  another  man— whom  I 
met  casually,  in  Pall  Mall  this  moming-and 
had  half  an  hour's    talk  with-an   American 
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naval  officer— an  old  acquaintance  of  Elsie's— 
Captain  Boyson— will  join  us  also.  I  met  him 
at  Harvard  before  our  wedding,  and  liked  him. 
He  has  just  come  over  with  his  sister  for  a  short 
holiday,  and  I  ran  across  him." 

"  Is  there  any  particular  point  in  his  join- 
ing us  ?  "  ' 

Herbert   French   expounded.     Boyson   had 
been  an  old  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Roger  Barnes' 
before  her  marriage.    He  knew  a  good  deal 
about  the  Barnes  story—"  feels,  so  I  gathered 
very  strongly  about  it,  and  on  the  man's  side ' 
and  when  I   told  him   that   Roger  had  just 
arnved  and  was  coming  to  take  counsel  with 
you  and  me  this  afternoon,  he  suddenly  asked 
if  he  might  come,   too.     I  was  rather  taken 
aback.     I  told  him   that  we  were  going,   of 
course,  to  consider  the  case  entirelv  from 'the 
EngUsh  point  of  view.     He  still  said,  '  Let  me 
come ;    I  may  be  of  use  to  you.'    So  I  could 
only  reply  it  must  rest  with  Roger.     They'll 
show  him  first  into  the  dining-room  " 

Penrose  nodded.  "  AU  right,  as  long  as 
he  doesnt  mind  his  national  toes  trampled 
upon.  So  these  are  your  new  quarters,  old 
fellow  ?  ' 

His  eyes  travelled  round  the  smaU  book-hned 
room,  with  its  shelves  of  poetry,  history,  and 
theology ;  its  parish  litter ;  its  settle  by  the 
fire,  on  which  lay  a  doll  and  a  child's  picture- 
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book ;    back  to  the  figure  of  the  new  vicar 

t^rJL^  ,^»bby  serge  suit,  his  coUar  alone 
betraymg  him.  French's  white  hair  showed 
even  whiter  than  of  old  above  the  deli^r^ 
blanched  face;  from  his  natural  slendeS 
and  smaUness  the  East  End  and  its  Ufe  had 
by  now  stripped  every  superfluous  ounce,  yet 
ethereal  as  his  asiwf  i»af  -„.  .         "  ' 

th»  u^Ja-.^     f?      **•  "°*  °"«  element  of 
the  Meredithian  trilogy-"  flesh."  "  blood."  or 
spint  "—was  lacking  in  it. 

"  Yes  we've  settled  in,"  he  said  quietly  as 
Penrose  took  stock.  ^      ^' 

"  And  you  like  it  ?  " 
"  We  do." 

The  phrase  was  brief;   nor  did  it  seem  to 

^e.^r  sma'r  *°  ""^'"^"^  --  -P~ 
I'Well,  now"-he  bent  forward,  with  a  pro- 
fessional change  of  tone-"  before  he  anivS 
where  precisely  is  this  unhappy  business  ?    i 
gather,  by  the  way,  that  Barnes  has  got  prac 
^i^'^y/'   his   legal   advice   from    the   otter 

o^attiTf -'  '''  ""''*°'^  •'^  ''-  -"  - 

n„Z!T'o  '"^^^-    "  ^  '^  Still  rather  vague 
myself.    Roger  only  arrived  from  New  Zk 

Hobson,  died  a  few  weeks  ago.  and  Roger  came 
rushing  home,  as  I  undeSa^id,  to^He 
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could  make  any  ready  money  out  of  his  fa- 
hentance.  Money,  in  fact,  seems  to  be  his 
chief  thought." 

"Money?    What  for?    Mrs.  Barnes's,  suit 
was  surely  settled  long  ago  ?  " 

»n/*S''  y^f-^o-Jths  ago.    She  got  her  decree 
and  the  custody  of  the  chUd  in  July  " 

"Remind  me  of  the  details.    Banies  re- 
fused to  plead  ? " 

nn  '^"^"TK  ^y  **"  ^^'^^  Of  'ne  lawyers 
on  both  ades,  he  refused,  as  an  Englishman,  to 

acknowledge  the  jurisdiction  of  the  court  " 
thing  ?"    ^^  ^^  *''"*  ^^  '""'^  *°  '*°P  the 

"  Of  course.  He  rushed  out  after  his  wife 
as  soon  as  he  could  t  ■^ce  where  she  had  gone  ■ 
and  he  made  the  mo  desperate  attem/ts  to 
a^ter  her  puipose.  His  iette.^,  as  far  as  I  could 
make  them  out,  were  heart-rending.  I  verv 
nearly  went  over  to  try  and  help  Wm,  but  U 
was  impossible  to  leave  my  work.    Mrs  Barnes 

fT'I  T.'Z  ''^  ^-  alreaSVstux 
f?hw  u  ^^^y^''  the  residence  necessary 
to  brnig  her  within  the  jmisdiction  of  the  So^ 
x..kota  Court.    Roger,  however,  forced  one  or 

same  tilTt  ^"'  ""**'  immovable.  At  the 
bTL  w  fp  ""^r.  '""'=''  annoyed  and  excited 
,^H  I  ^"^  '■""  "■**  he  was  advised  to  take- 
and  there  was  a  moment  when  she  trieTto 
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bribe  him  to  accept  the  divorce  and  submit 
to  the  American  court." 

''  To  bribe  him  I    With  money  ?  " 
"  No ;  with  the  child.    Beatty  at  first  was 
hidden  away,  and  Roger  could  find  no  traces 
of  her.    But  for  a  few  weeks  she  was  sent  to 
stay  with  a  Mrs.  Verrier  at  Philadelphia,  and 
Roger  was  aUowed  to  see  her.  while  Mrs.  Barnes 
negotiated.    It  was  a  frightful  dilemma  I    If 
he  submitted.  Mrs.  Barnes  promised  that  Beatty 
should  go  to  him  for  two  months  every  year  ; 
if  not.  and  she  obtained  her  decree,  and  the 
custody  of  the  child,  as  she  was  quite  confident 
of  doing,  he  should  never— as  far  as  she  could 
secure   it— see   Beatty   again.     He,  too.  fore- 
saw that  she  would  win   her  suit;    he   was 
sorely  tempted;    but   he  stood  firm.     Then, 
before  he  could  make  up  his  mind  what  to  do 
as  to  the  child,  the  suit  came  on,  Mrs.  Barnes 
got  her  decree,  and  the  custody  of  the  little 
giri." 

"  On  the  ground  of  '  cruelty.'  I  understand 
and  '  indignities '  ?  " 

French  nodded.    His  thin  cheek  flushed. 
"And  by  the  help  of  evidence  that  any 
liar  could  supply !  " 

"  Who  were  her  witnesses  ?  " 

"Beatty's  nurse— one  Agnes  Farmer— and 
a  young  feUow  who  had  been  employed  on  the 
decorative  work  at  Heston.    There  were  rela- 
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tions  between  these  two,  and  Roger  tells  me 

t^^u^T  ^"^^  ^**^y'  ^"  »  partnership 
bought  by  Mrs.  Barnes.  While  the  work  was 
going  on  at  Heston  the  young  man  used  to  put 
up  at  an  mn  in  the  country  town,  and  talk 
scandal  at  the  bar." 

"Then  there  was  some  local  scandal— on 
the  subject  of  Barnes  and  Mr  .  Fairmile  ?  " 

"  Possibly.    Scandal  pour  >    el    Not  a  soul 
believed  that  there  was  anything  more  in  it 
than  mischief  on  the  woman's  side,  and  a  kind 
of  mcapacity  for  dealing  with  a  woman  as  she 
deserved,   on   the  man's.     Mrs.  Fainnile  has 
been  an  tntngariU  from  her  cradle.    Barnes  was 
at  one  tune  deeply  in  love  with  her.    His  wife 
became  jealous  of  her  after  the  marriage,  and 
threw  them  together,  by  way  of  getting  at  the 
truth,  and  he  shiUy-shaUied  with  the  situation 
mstead  of  putting  a  prompt  end  to  it,  as  of 
course  he  ought  to  have  done.    He  was  honestly 
fond  of  his  wife  the  whole  time,  and  devoted 
to  his  home  and  his  child." 

mo^^f '  '^^  ""^'^  P^"^^'  y^"  ^y>  ^y thing 
more  han  'cruelty'  and  'indignities.'  The 
scandal,  such  as  it  was,  was  no  doubt  part  of 
the    cruelty '  ?  "  i'*"  •-  ^  i 

French  assented. 

"And  you  suspect  that  money  played  a 
great  part  in  the  whole  transaction  ?"      ^ 

I  don't  s«s^«;/-the  evidence  goes  a  long 
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way  beyond   that.    Mrs.   Barnes  bought  the 
do^  it  "  ^  *°^^  ^^^'^  ^^  ^  thousand  ways  of 

Penrose  smoked  and  pondered, 
fh   "^^^^^'  *h«"-what  happened?    I  imagine 
that  by  this  time  Barnes  had  not  much  affec- 
tion left  for  his  wife  ?  " 

"T'!ir'^'''''V^"°'^'"  ^^  ^'•^"c^'   hesitating. 
I  beheve  the  whole  thing  was  a  great  blow 

*!,  u  *    ?®  "^^  "^^^^  passionately  in  love 
with  her,  but  he  was  very  fond  of  her  in  his 
own  way-increasingly  fond  of  her-up  to  that 
rniserable  autumn  at  Heston.    However,  after 
the  decree,  his  one   thought  was  for  Beattv 
H^  whole  soul  has  been  wrapped  up  in  that 
child  from  the  first  moment  she  was  put  into 
h         ms.    When    he   frst   realised   that   his 
V        aeant  to  take  her  from  him,  Boyson  tells 
me  that  he  seemed  to  lose  his  head.    He  was 
like  a  person   unnerved   and   bewildered,   not 
knowing  how  to  act  or  where  to  turn.     First  of 

Fntilh  *^!"^-to  recover  his  daughter,  as  an 
English  subject.  But  the  fact  was  he  had  put 
It  off  too  long "  ^ 

"  ^"Naturally,"  said  Penrose,   with  a  shrug. 

^.?c'""'^i°P"  ^^^  him-after  the  decree." 
bo  he  discovered,  poor  old  fellow !    The 
action  was.  of  course,  obstructed  and  delayed 
in  every  way,  by  the  power  of  Mrs.  Barnes's 
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millions  behind  the  scenes.    His  lawyers  told 
hiiTi  plainly  from  the  beginning  that  he  had 
precious  little  chance.     And  presently  he  found 
himself  the  object  of  ?  press  campaign  in  some 
of  the  yellow  papers-  -all  of  it  paid  for  and 
engineered  by  his  wil-     He  wus  held  up  as 
the  brutal    fortune-hunting    Englishman,  who 
had  beguiled  an  American  heiress  to  marry  him, 
had  carried  her  off  to  England  to  live  upon  her 
money,  had  then  insulted  her  by  scandalous 
flirtations  with  a  lady  to  whom  he  had  formerly 
been  engaged,  had  shown  her  constant  rude- 
ness and  unkindness,  and  had  finally,  in  the 
course  of  a  quarrel,  knocked  her  down,  inflicting 
shock  and  injury  from  which  she  had  suffered 
ever  since.    Mrs.  Barnes  had  happily  freed  her- 
self from  him,  but  he  was  now  trying  to  bully 
her   through    the    child— had,    it    was    said, 
threatened  to  carry  off  the  little  girl  by  vio- 
lence.   Mrs.    Barnes   went   in   terror   of   him. 
America,  however,   would  know  how  to  pro- 
tect both  the  mother  and  the  child  !     You  can 
imagine  the  kind  of  thmg.     Well,   very  soon 
Roger  began  to  find  himself  a  marked  man  in 
hotels,  followed  in  the  streets,  persecuted  by 
mterviewers  ;  and  the  stream  of  lies  that  found 
Its  way  even  into  the  respectable  newspapers 
about  hmi,  his  former  life,  his  habits,  etc.,  is 
sunply   mcredible!     Unfortunately,    he    gave 
some  handle " 
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French  paused  a  moment. 
"Ah!"    said    Penrose,    "I    have    heai 
rumours." 

French  rose  and  began  to  pace  the  roon 
"It  is  a  matter  I  can  hardly  speak  ( 
calmly,"  he  said  at  last.  "The  night  aftc 
that  first  scene  between  them,  the  night  of  he 
fall— her  pretended  fall,  so  Roger  told  me— h 
went  downstairs  in  his  excitement  and  misery 
and  drank,  one  way  and  another,  nearly  ; 
bottle  of  brandy,  a  thing  he  had  never  done  ii 

his  life  before.    But " 

"  He  has  often  done  it  since  ?  " 
French  raised  his  shoulders  sadly,  thei 
added,  with  some  emphasis,  "  Don't,  however 
suppose  the  thing  worse  than  it  is.  Give  hin 
a  gleam  of  hope  and  happiness,  and  he  woulc 
^oon  shake  it  off." 

I*  Well,  what  came  of  his  action  ?  " 
"  Nothing— so  far.    I  believe  he  has  ceased 
to  take  any  interest  in  it.    Another  line  of 
action  altogether  was  suggested  to  him.    About 
three  months  ago  he  made  an  attempt  to  kid- 
nap the  chUd,  and  was  foiled.    He  got  word 
that  she  had  been  taken  to  Charlestown,  and 
he  went  there  with  a  couple  of  private  detec- 
tives.   But  Mrs.  Barnes  was  on  the  alert,  and 
when  he  discovered  the  villa  in  which  the  child 
had  been  living,  she  had  been  removed.    It 
was  a  bitter  shock  and  disappointment,  and 
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when  he  got  back  to  New  York  in  November,  in 
the  middle  of  an  epidemic,  he  was  struck  down 
by  influenza  and  pneumonia.  It  went  pretty 
hard  with  him.  You  will  be  shocked  by  his 
appearance.  Ecco !  was  there  ever  such  a 
story !  Do  you  remember,  Penrose,  what  a 
magnificent  creature  he  was  that  year  he  played 
for  Oxford,  and  you  and  I  watched  his  innings 
from  the  pavilion  ?  " 

There  was  a  note  of  emotion  in  the  lone 
which  implied  much.  Penrose  assented  heartily, 
remarking,  however,  that  it  was  a  magnifi- 
cence which  seemed  to  have  cost  him  dear,  if, 
as  no  doubt  was  the  case,  it  had  won  him  his 
wife. 

"  But  now,  with  regard  to  money ;  you  say 
he  wants  money.  But  "surely,  at  the  time 
of  the  marriage,  son-  -*  was  settled  on 
him  ?  " 

"Certainly,  a  good  deal.  But  from  the 
moment  she  left  him,  and  the  Heston  bills  were 
paid,  he  has  never  touched  a  farthing  of  it, 
and  never  will." 

"  So  that  the  General's  death  was  oppor- 
tune ?  WeU,  it's  a  deplorable  affair !  And  I 
wish  I  saw  any  chance  of  being  of  use." 

French  k   ked  up  anxiously. 

"Because  you  know,"  the  speaker  reluct- 
antly continued,  "  there's  nothing  to  be  done. 
The  thing's  finished." 
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"  aJT^  ^""""^'^  ""*"»«'  '<~l'  fire, 
J^nXZ  "Z  ""  "^  '""^  '  Society  cai,  do 
«oh,„g  to  help  that  man  either  to  right  him- 
self or  to  recover  his  child  ?  Ah  !  "-he  pauSd 
to  listen-"  here  he  is  I  "  ^ 

A  cab  had  drawn  up  outside.    Through  the 
lightly  curtained  windows  the  two  wi°T.,w 

w^k  up  the  flagged  passage  leading  to  the  front 

French  hurried  to  greet  the  new<omer. 
-as  ??r  "'•  ^°^'' '    ^^""'^  ^'Se  Penrose 
'ney  U  brmg  us  some  tea  presently  " 

Roger  Barnes  looked  round  him  for  a  moment 

unmtelligib  e.  as  he  shook  hands  with  Penrose 

wl  °°F  "'\*^'  "''''=•'  P^«"'='>  P"^hJf^- 
ward.    French  stood  beside  him  with  a  furrowed 

"  WeU,  here-  we  are,  Roger !— and  if  there's 

vour  mt      v^^t'  "^  ^'^P  y°"'   P«"™^  is 

,!!,■  1    .  *"^''  ^^«"  years-lucky  dog  ! 

-and  last  year  he  was  engaged  in  an  Anglo- 
Amencan  c^  not  whoUy  unlike  yours-Brown 
V.  Brown.  So  I  thought  of  him  as  the  b^ 
pe^on  among  your  old  friends  and  mine  to 
come  and  give  us  some  private  informal  help     , 
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"  AwfuUy  good  of  you  both."  The  sneaker 
sun  wrapped  in  his  fur  coat,  sat  sta^g'^f^he 
carpet  a  hand  on  each  of  his  knees.  "  AwfiUlv 
good  of  you,"  he  repeated  vaguely  ^ 

wavsT^.t''"'*'^  '^'  new-comer.    I„  some 

ways  Roger  Barnes  was  handsomer  than  ever 

H>s  colour,  the  pink  and  white  of  his^o^* 

mg  complexion,  was  miraculously^^^j 

bue  eyes  were  iniinitely  more  ^estkg  tht 

tidious  modem  p\7ac     tu^      •  f       ,  ^*^ 

which  hTrt   .w^  ""  ^'^^  ^<*  misfortune 

given  a  more  human  speU  to  what  remained 

no  mtr^*rif  ^^^^  °'  changeTe^S 

physical  and  transient^       ^    °  """"  *''^ 

tionrT^h^Sj^to'^r"^""*''^''"- 

Barnes    ^'^°"''>''   "^th  an  anxious  look  at 

"Roger!    I  don't  know  whether  you  will 


i 


t«6 


DAPHNE 


allow  it,  but  I  met  an  American  acquaintanc 
of  yours  to-day,  and,  subject  to  your  permis 
sion,  I  asked  him  to  join  our  conference." 

Roger  raised  his  head— it  might  have  beei 
thought,  angrily. 

"  Who  on  earth ?  " 

"  Captain  Boyson  ?  " 
The  young  man's  face  changed. 
"  I  don't  mind  him,"  he  said  sombrely 
"  He's  an  awfully  good  sort.  He  was  in  Phila- 
delphia a  few  months  ago,  when  I  was.  He 
knows  all  about  me.  It  was  he  and  his  sister 
who  introduced  me  to— my  wife." 

French  left  the  room  for  a  moment,  and  re- 
turned accompanied  by  a  fair-haired,  straight- 
shouldered  man,  whom  he  introduced  to  Pen- 
rose as  Captain  Boyson. 

Roger  rose  from  his  chair  to  shake  hands. 
"  How  do  you  do,  Boyson  ?     I've  told  them 
you  know  all  about  it."    He  dropped  back 
heavily  into  his  seat. 

"  I  thought  I  might  possibly  put  in  a  word," 
said  the  new-comer,  glancing  from  Roger  to  hib 
friends.  "  I  trust  I  was  not  impertinent  ?  But 
don't  let  me  interrupt  anything  that  was  going 

On  a  plea  of  chill,  Boyson  remained  stand- 
ing by  the  fire,  warming  his  hands,  looking 
down  upon  the  other  three.  Penrose,  who 
belonged  to  a  military  family,  reminded  him- 
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aCaptain  Alfred  Bo^L^^'rdo^f X" ^a^^ 
man.    A  capable  face  I— the  fac  <^f  ft,.       j 
scientific  soldier.    It  in.l^'''^^:,^°^Z 
also  some  quality  warmer  and  tZ     if  the 
general  aspect  had  been  shaped  aLd  mo"  dL 
by  an  mcessant  travail  of  br^,  the  hS^S 

rrL-titSrsrxr^*''^^-^' 
and^Tth^ritn^:^^S^tt«xr 

miserable  story  of  the  divorce  fa  its  An,.!, 

tTatr"1\^*  "^^  R^ershowtSTr 
tain  apathy  and  brevity  •  he  mmy.f  h       V 

uifiUing  a  task  in  whi^h  he'T^k  t^s^" 

^^-avoided  naming  her.  i„defd.':l*mul': 

Ois  hX^S,"  ""  '?"^  ""'  *'"-  ^-'^ 
Boyson  animation  and  looked  at 

know."  '^'  ''"'"*  '^'  t™*"^'  Boj'son  ?    You 

e^yl^' mtr°Tu- '^'"   "^^  ^^^  American 
while'^ani^^-l^^-'^*--'.  had  flushed 
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And  you  know  what  aU  their  papers  sai( 
of  me-what  (hey  wished  people  to  believe- 
that  I  wasn't  fit  to  have  charge  of  Beatt^ 
—that  I  should  have  done  her  harm  ?  " 

His  eyes  sparkled.  He  looked  almosi 
toreateningly  at  the  man  whom  he  addressed 
Boyson  met  his  gaze  quietly. 

"  I  didn't  believe  it." 

There  was  a  pause.  Then  Roger  sprang 
suddenly  to  his  feet,  confronting  the  men  round 
nim. 

"Look  here!"    he  said  impatiently.     "I 
want  ^me  money  at  once-and  a  good  lot  of 
It.       He  brought  his  fist  down  heavily  on  the 
mantelpi^e     "  There's  this  place  of  my  uncle's, 
and  I  m  dashed  if  I  can  get  a  penny  out  of  it  1 
I  went  to  his  solicitors  this  morning.     They 
drove  me  mad  with  their  red-tape  nonsense 
It  will  take  sor.e  time,  they  say.  to  get  a  mort- 
gage on  It.    and  meanwhile  the^-  don't  seem 
mclmed  to  advance  me  anything,  or  a  hundred 
or   two,   perhaps.     What's   that?    I  lost  my 
temper,  and  next  time  I  go  they'll  turn  me  out 
I  dare  say.    But  there's  the  truth.    It's  money  I 
want,  and  If  you  can't  help  me  to  money  it's 
no  use  taJkmg."  "^ 

^     "•i"^.T!'f''  y''''  ^^*  *^^  '"^'^^y  that'll  you 
do  with  It  ?  "  asked  Penrose. 

"Pay   half  a   dozen   people   who   can   be 
trusted  to  help  me  kidnap  Beatty  and  smuggle 
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mmg  once.    I  don  t  mean  to  bungle  it  aeain  " 
brail  T7V^  8^^*"  slowly,  without  L 
ine  speaker  liad  gone  mto  it. 

voice  frol*!!,?. ''  ■f"  """'^  '^''^  '  "    ^^^^ch's 
voice  'rom  tlie  back  was  troubled. 

"  u  ,t  !  "    ^°S"  pointed  to  Bovson 

cTild  r»       '"'*'"^^  '"'^  companionship  of  m^ 
Boyson  turned  away 

Certainly." 
unde/ the^Enrfifh'  C  '^'  ""  ?°"  ^^^--l 

you;;Sp:t^rro%ss..^^°'--  '"^^ 

"  How  dV  vl"^  *'"*  '  "  '^"^  ^''Ser  briefly, 
xiuw  ao  you   mean    to   do   if  ? »   „.i    _• 

French  with  knit  brows.      To  ^     t  in.  fh 
m  an  English  v,ro..,„«    i  ..■  ^ittmg  there 

a  womanTt^b:^1i'!°**'"«  ''°'""=''  ^'^-' 
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"He  and  I'U  manage  it."  said  the  quiet 
v-ice  of  the  A  nerican  officer. 

The  others  stared. 

"You?"  said  French.  "An  officer  in 
active  service  ?    It  might  injure  your  career  I » 

"  I  shall  risk  it." 

A  charming  smile  broke  on  Penrose's  medita- 
tive face. 

"  My  dear  French,  this  is  much  more  amus- 
ing than  the  law.  But  I  don't  quite  see  where 
/  come  in."    He  rose  tentatively  from  his  seat. 

Boyson,  however,  did  not  smile.  He  looked 
from  one  to  the  other. 

"  My  sister  and  I  introduced  Daphne  Floyd 
to  Barnes,"  Y,  said  steadily,  "and  it  is  my 
country,  as  I  hold— or  a  portion  of  it— that 
allows   these    villainies.     Some    day  we   shall 
get  a  great  reaction  in  the  States,  and  then 
the  reforms  that  plenty  of  us  are  clamouring 
for  will  come  about.    Meanwhile,  as  of  course 
you   know"— he   addressed    French  — "New 
Yorkers  and  Bostonians  suffer  almost  as  much 
from  the  abominations  that  Nevada  and  South 
Dakota   caU   laws,   as    Barnes    has    suffered. 
Mamage  in  the  eastern  States  is  as  sacred  as 
with  you— South   Carolina  aUows  no  divorce 
at  aU-but  with  this  licence  at  our  gates,  no 
one  is  safe,  and  thousands  of  our  women   in 
particular-for  the  women  bring  two-thirds  of 
the  actions— are  going  to  the  deuce,  simply 
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^T"^"^  ^^uL  *""•  *''*  opportunity  of  going. 
And  the  chddren-it  doesn't  bear  thinkmg  of 
WeU-no  good  liaranguingi    I'm  ashamwl  of 
my  county,  m  tlus  matter-I  have  been  for  a 
long  time-and  I  mean  to  help  Barnes  out 

^vf^. '    ^'^  '^  '°  *•>*  money.  Ba,^«' 
you  and  I'll  discuss  that."  °*raes, 

and  Boyson  exchanged  looks. 

Penrose  glanced  at  the  pair.    That  imagina- 
tive   power     combined    with    the    pow^   of 
drnfeeo^.  which  was  in  process  of  makSg  I 
great  lawyer  out  of  a  Balliol  scholar,  showed 
him  something  typical  and  dramatic  iHhe 
two  %ures  :-i„  Boyson.  on  the  one  haLd   so 
lithe  serviceable,  and  resolved,  a  helpf^mer? 
cunal  man,  ashamed  of  his  country  iA  tWs  one 
respect,   because  he  adored  herl  so " 
others,  penitent  and  patriot  in  one  :-i„  B^^ 
on  the  other  so  heavy,  inert,  and  bewUd^S' 
a  shipwrecked  suppliant  as  it  were,  clingins  to 

lightly  and  irresponsibly  wronged  him 
It  was  Penrose  who  broke  the  silence. 
IS   there    any    cb  nee    of    Mre.    Barnes's 
mariymg  again  ?"  he  asked.  '' 

Barnes  turned  to  him. 
••  Not  that  I  know  of." 
"  There's  no  one  else  in  the  case  '  " 
I  never  heard  of  anyone."    Roger  gave  a 
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short,  excited  laugh.  "  What  she's  done,  she's 
done  because  she  was  tired  of  me,  not  because 
she  was  m  love  with  anyone  else.  That  was  her 
great  score  in  the  divorce  case— that  there  was 
nobody." 

Biting  and  twisting  his  lip,  in  a  trick 
that  recaUed  to  French  the  beautiful  Eton 
lad,  cracking  his  brains  in  the  pupil-room  over 
a  bit  of  Latin  prose,  Roger  glanced,  frown- 
ing, from  one  to  the  other  of  these  three  men 
who  felt  for  him,  whose  resentment  of  the 
wrong  that  had  been  done  him,  whose  pity  for 
his  calamity  showed  plainly  enough  through 
their  reticent  speech. 

His  sense,  indeed,  of  their  sympathy  began 
to  move  him,  to  break  down  his  own  self- 
command.  No  doubt,  also,  the  fatal  causes 
that  ultmiately  ruined  his  will-power  were 
already  at  work.  At  any  rate,  he  broke  out 
into  sudden  speech  about  his  case.  His  com- 
plexion, now  unhealthily  deUcate.  like  tlie 
complexion  of  a  girl,  had  flushed  deeply.  As 
he  spoke  he  looked  mainly  at  French. 

"  There's  lots  of  things  you  don't  know," 
he  said  m  a  hesitating  voice,  as  though  appeal- 
ing to  his  old  friend.  And  rapidly  he  told  tlie 
story  of  Daphne's  flight  from  Heston.  Evi- 
dently smce  his  return  home  many  details  that 
were  once  obscure  had  become  plain  to  him  • 
and   the   three  listeners   could   perceive   how 
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certain  new  information  had  goaded  and  stunc 
him  afresh.    He  dwelt  on  the  letters  which 
had  reached  him  during  his  first  week's  absence 
from   home    after    the   quarrel-letters    from 
Daphne  and  Miss  Farmer,  which  were  posted 
a     mtervals   from    Heston    by   their   accom- 
plice, the  young  architect,  while  the  writers  of 
them  were  hurrying  across  the  Atlantic.    The 
^rvants  had  been  told  that  Mrs.  Barnes.  Miss 
Farmer,  and  the  little  girl  were  going  to  London 
tor  a  day  or  two,  and  suspected  nothing     "  I 
wrote  long  letters-lots  of  them-to  my  wife. 
I  thought  I  had  made  everything  right-not 
that  there  ever  had  been  anything  wrong,  you 
understand,-seriously.    But  in  some  ways  I 
had  behaved  like  a  fool.'* 

He  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  pressing 
his  hands  on  his  eyes.  The  listeners  sat  or 
stood  motionless. 

"  Well.  I  might  have  spared  my  pains.  The 
letters  were  returned  to  me  from  the  States. 
Daphne  had  arranged  it  all  so  cleverly  that 
I  was  some  time  in  tracing  her.  By  the  time  I 
had  got  to  Sioux  Falls  she  was  through  a  month 
01  her  necessary  residence.  My  God  I  "—his 
voice  dropped,  became  almost  inaudible-"  if 

there""  tL?""?-"^  ^'"'^^  °^  //^«/-then  and 
there-the  frontier  wasn't  far  oif-without  wait- 

t^i  n  "7^^^^  "'^'^-    ^"*  ^  ^°"i^n't  believe 
that  Daphne  could  persist  in  such  a  monstrous 
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thing,  and,  if  she  did,  that  any  decent  country 
would  aid  and  abet  her." 

Boyson  made  a  movement  of  protest,  as 
though  he  could  not  listen  any  longer  in 
silence. 

"I  am  ashamed  to  remind  you,  Barnes, 
"-agam—that  your  case  is  no  worse  than  that 
of  scores  of  American  citizens.  We  are  the 
first  to  suffer  from  our  own  enormities." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Barnes  absently,  "per- 
naps. 

His  impulse  of  speech  dropped.  He  sat 
dreanly  staring  into  the  fire,  absorbed  in  recol- 
lection. 

Penrose  had  gone.    So  had  Boyson.     Roger 

was  sitting  by  the  fire  in  the  vicar's  study 

ministered  to  by  Elsie  French  and  her  children 

By  common  consent  the  dismal  subject  of  the 

day  h?d  been  put  aside.    There  was  an  attempt 

to  cheer  and  distract  him.    The  little  boy  of 

four  was  on  his  knee,  declaiming  the  "  Owl  and 

the  Pussy  Cat,"  while  Roger  submissively  turned 

the  pages  and  pointed  to  the  pictures  of  that 

immortal  history.    The  little  girl  of  two,  curled 

up  on  her  mother's  lap  close  by,  listened  sleepily, 

and   Elsie,    applauding   and   prompting   as   a 

properly  regulated  mother  should,  was  aU  the 

time,   in   spirit,   hovering  pitifuUy  about  her 

guest  and  his  plight.    There  was  in  her,  as  in 
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Boyson,  a  touch  of  patriotic  remoree ;   and  all 
the  pieties  of  her  own  being,  aU  the  sacred 
memones  of  her  own  Ufe,  combined  to  rouse 
in  her  indignation  and  sympathy  for  Herbert's 
poor  friend.    The   thought   of  what   Daplme 
Barnes  had  done  was  to  her  a  monstrosity 
hardly  to  be  named.    She  spoke  to  the  young 
man  kindly  and  shyly,  as  though  she  feared 
lest  any  chance  word  might  wound  him ;    she 
was  the  symbol,  in  her  young  motheriiness,  of 
all   that   Daphne   had    denied    and    forsaken. 
When  would  America— dear,  dear  America  !— 
see  to   it   that   such   things   were  made   im- 
possible ! " 

Roger    meanwhile    was    evidently    cheered 
and  braced.    The  thought  of  the  interview  to 
which  Boyson  had  confidentiaUy  bidden  him 
on  the  morrow  ran  warmly  in  his  veins,  and 
the   children    soothed    him.     The    little    boy 
especially,  who  was  just  Beatty's  age.  excited 
m  him  a  number  of  practical  curiosities.    How 
about  the  last  teeth  ?     He  actuaUy  inserted  a 
coaxing  and  mquiring  finger,  the  babe  gravely 
suffermgit.     Any  trouble  with  them  ?     Beatty 
had  once  been  very  ill  with  hers,   at  Phila- 
delphia,   mostly    caused,    however,    by    some 
beastly,  mdigestible  food  that  the  nurse  had 
let  her  have.    And  they  allowed  her  to  sit  up 
much    too    late.    Didn't    Mrs.    French    think 
seven  o  clock  was  late  enough  for  any  chUd 
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not  yet  four  ?    One  couldn't  say  that  Beattv 
was  a  very  robust  child,  but  healthy-oh  yes 
h^thyl-none  of  your  sickly,   rickety  little 

The  curtains  had  been  closed.  The  street 
children,  the  electric  light  outside,  were  no 
longer  visible.  Roger  had  begun  to  talk  of 
departure,  the  baby  had  faUen  fast  asleep  in 
her  mother  s  arms,  when  there  was  another  loud 
nng  at  the  front  door. 

French,  who  was  expecting  the  headmaster 

A^uT^  '^^'^^^'  ^^^^^'^  "P  some  papers 
and  left  the  room.  His  wife,  startled  b-  what 
seemed  an  exclamation  from  him  in  the  hall 
outside,  raised  her  head  a  moment  to  Usten  • 

voL  pLi"!^"!  °^  voices-surely  a  woman's 
voice  ?--died  abruptly  away,  and  the  door  of 
the  dimng-room  closed.  Roger  heard  nothing  ; 
he  was  laughmg  and  crooning  over  the  boy. 

"The  Pobble  that  lost  his  toes 
Had  once  as  many  as  we." 

I^^^i  •^''°"'"8  *°  ''*'■•  She  rose  in  terror, 
the  child  m  her  arms,  and  went  out  to  him.  In 
a  minute  she  reappeared  in  the  doorway,  her 
face  ashen-white,  and  caUed  to  the  Uttle  boy. 

l^  ^1.°^  1^^  ^°^'  "^'  ^°°^g  for  the 
Lat  he  had  put  down  on  entering. 

Then  French  came  in,  and  behind  him  a 
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lady  in  black,  disheveUed,  bathed  in  tears.  The 
vicar  hung  back.  Roger  turned  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"Mother!    You  here  ?    Mother  I  "—he  bur- 
ned to  her—"  what's  the  matter  ?  " 

She  tottered  towards  him  with  outstretched 
hands. 

"  Oh,  Roger,  Roger  I  " 

His  name  died  away  in  a  wail  as  she  clasped 
him.  '^ 

"  \Vhat  is  it,  mother  ?  " 
"It's    Beatty  — my     son  I— my     d-rling 
Roger  I"    She   put   up   her  hands   piteously 
bendmg  his  head  down  to  her.     "  It's  a  cable 
from   Washington,    from    that    woman,    Mrs 
Vemer     They  did  everything,  Roger-it  was 
only  three  days— and  hopeless  always.     Yes- 
terday convulsions  came  on— and  this  mom- 
mg— -"      Her    head    dropped    against    her 
son  s  breast  as  her  voice  faUed  her.    He  put 
her  roughly  from  him. 

"  What  are  you  talking  of,  mother !    Do 
you  mean  that  Beatty  has  been  ill  ?  " 

"  She  died  last  night.     Roger-my  darling 
son— my  poor  Roger  I "  -^  & 

"  Died— last  night— Beatty  ?  " 
_    French  in  silence  handed  him  tlie  telegram. 
Roger  disengaged  himself  and  walked  to  the 
hreplace,  standing  motionless,   with  his  back 
to  them,  for  a  minute,  while  they  held  their 
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breaths     Then  he  began  to  grope  again  for  his 
hat,  without  a  word. 

"  Come  home  with  me,  Roger  I  "  implored 
lus  mother,  pursuins  him  "  V.  e  must  bear 
It— bear  it  togethi  You  see— she  didn't 
suffer"— she  pointed  to  the  message— "the 
darling  I— the  darling  I  " 

Her  voice  lost  itself  in  tears.  But  Roger 
brushecx  her  away,  as  though  resenting  her 
emotion,  and  made  for  the  door. 

French  also  put  out  a  hand. 

"  Roger,  dear,  dear  old  feUow  I  Stay  here 
with  us— with  your  mother.  Where  are  vou 
gomg  ?  "  ^ 

Roger  looked  at  his  watch  unsteadily 

"  The  office  wiU  be  closed,"  he  said  to  him- 
self;      but  I  can  put  some  things  together." 

"  Where  are  you  going.  Roger  ?  "  cried  Lady 
Uames.  pursuing  him.     Roger  faced  her. 

"  It's  Tuesday.  There'll  be  a  White  Star 
boat  to-morrow." 

"  But.  Roger,  what  can  you  do  ?  She's  gone 
dear-she's  gone.  And  before  you  can  get 
there— long  before— she  wiU  be  in  her  grave  " 
A  spasm  passed  over  his  face,  into  which 
the  colour  rushed.  Without  another  word  he 
wrenched  himself  from  her,  opened  the  front 
door,  and  ran  out  into  the  night. 


CHAPTER   X 

"  Was  there  ever  anything  so  poetic,  so  sug- 
gestive ? "  said  a  charming  voice.     "  One  might 
make  a  new  Turner  out  of  it-if  one  just  hap- 
pened  to  be  Turner  !~to  match  '  Rain,  Steam 
and  Speed.' " 

"What   would  you  caU   it— 'Mist    Lieht 
and  Spring '  ?  "  '      ^    ' 

Captain  Boyson  leant  forward,  partly  to 
watch  the  wonderful  landscape  effect  through 
which  the  train  was  passing,  partly  because  his 
young  wife  s  profile,  her  pure  cheek  and  soft  hair 
were  so  agreeably  seen  under  the  mingled  light 
from  outside.  ^        ^ 

They  were  returning  from  their  wedding 
journey.  Some  six  weeks  before  this  date 
Boyson  had  married  in  Philadelphia  a  girl 
commg  from  one  of  the  old  Quaker  stofks 
of  that  town,  m  whose  tender  steadfastness  of 
character  a  man  incline:  both  by  natm-e  and 
expenence  to  expect  little  from  life  had  found 
a  happmess  that  amazed  him. 

The  bridegroom,   also,  had  iust  been  ao- 

^fVl  ''"   "^^^  Attach^hip   a?  tt 
Berlin  Embassy,  and  the  couple  were,  in  fact 
on  their  way  south  to  New  York  and  e^t 

239 


940 


DAPHNE 


tion.  But  there  were  stiU  a  few  days  left  of  the 
honeymoon,  of  which  they  had  spent  the  last  half 
in  Canada,  and  on  this  May  night  they  were 
joume3^g  from  Toronto  along  the  southern 
shore  of  Lake  Ontario  to  the  pleasant  Canadian 

Thl  r'^f.Z"'^'^^  *^'  P^^^*  °f  Niagara. 
They  had  left  Toronto  in  bright  sunshine,  but  as 

they  turned  the  comer  of  the  lake  westward  a 
white  fog  had  come  creeping  over  the  land 'as 
the  sunset  feU. 

But  the  daylight  was  stiU  strong,  the  fog 
thrn ;    so  that  it  appeared  rather  as  a  veil  of 
gold,    amethyst,  and  opal,   floating   over   the 
country,  now  parting  altogether,  now  blotting 
out  the  orchards  and  the  fields.    And  into  the 
colour  above  melted  the  colour  below.    For 
the  orchards  that  cover  the  Hamilton  district 
of  Ontano  were  in  bloom,  and  the  snow  of 
the  pear-trees,  the  flush  of  the  peach-blossom 
broke  everywhere  through  the  warm  cloud  of 
pearly  mist  ,•  while,  just  as  Mrs.  Boyson  spoke, 
the  tram  had  CO      ^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^         ^ 

Ime  of  the  WeUand  Canal,  which  wound  its 
way,  outlmed  by  huge  electric  lamps,  through 
the  smiset  and  the  fog,  till  the  lights  died  in 
that  northern  distance  where  stretched  the 
invisible  shore  of  the  great  lake.  The  gUttering 
waterway,  speaking  of  the  labour  and  commerce 
of  men,  the  blossom-laden  earth,  the  white  ap- 
proachmg  mist,  the  softly  falling  night  '^the 


girl-bride  could  not  tear  herself  from  the  spec- 
tacle.    She  sat  beside  the  window  entranced 
But  her  husband  had  captured  her  hand   and 
into  the  overflowing  beauty  of  nature  there 
stole  the  thrill  of  their  love. 
^^    "  All  very  well  I "  said  Boyson  presently. 
But  a  fog  at  Niagara  is  no  joke  I  " 
The  night  stole  on,  and  the  cloud  through 
which  they  journeyed  grew  denser.     Up  crept 
the  fog,  on  stole  the  night.    The  lights  of  the 
canal  faded,  the  orchards  sank  into  darkness 
and  when  the  bride  and  bridegroom  reached 
the  station  on  the  Canadian  side  the  bride's 
pleasure  had  become  dismay. 

"  Oh,  Alfred,  we  sho^i't  see  anything  I  " 
And,   indeed,   as   their   carriage   made   its 
slow  progress  along  the  road  that  skirts  the 
gorge  they  seemed  to  plunge  deeper  and  deeper 
into  the  fog.    A  white  darkness,  as  though  of 
unpenetrable  yet  glimmering  cloud,  above  and 
around  them  •    a  white  abyss  beneath  them  • 
and  issuing  from  it  the  thunderous  voice  of 
wdd  wateiB,  dim  first  and  distant,  but  growing 
steadily  m  volume  and  terror. 

"  There  are  the  lights  of  the  bridge  !  "  cried 

wo'^'But"'/''  *r"^  °^  *^^  ^-^^ 

wTrS    ^"* '^^^  *  v^t^ge  Of  the  FaUs  !    Gone  I 

Wiped  out!    I  say,  darling,  this  is  going  to 

be  a  disappointment."  5    *6  lo 

Mre.    Boyson,   however,   was  not   so  sure. 
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The  lovely  "  nocturne  "  of  the  evening  plain 
had  passed  into  a  Vision  or  Masque  of  Force 
that  captured  the  mind.    High  above  the  gulf 
rose  the  towers  of  the  great  works,  transformed 
by  the  surgmg  fog  and  darkness  into  some  piled 
and  castled  fortress;  a  fortress  of  Science  held 
by  Intelligence.    Lights  were  m  the  towers,  as 
of  genii  at  their  work ;   lights  glimmered  her.» 
and  there  on  the  face  of  the  farther  cliff,  as 
though  to  measure  the  vastness  of  the  gorge 
and  of  that  resounding  vacancy  towards  which 
they  moved.     In  front,  the  arch  of  the  vast 
suspension  bridge,  pricked  in  light,  crossed  the 
gulf,  from  nothingness  to  nothingness,  like  that 
skyey  bridge  on  which  the  gods  marched  to 
Walhalla.    Otherwise,  no  shape,  no  la.  -Imark ; 
earth  and  heaven  had  disappeared. 

"  Here  we  are  at  the  hotel,"  said  Boj'son. 
"  There,  my  dear,"— he  pointed  ironically—"  is 
the  American  FaU,  and  there— is  the  Canadian  I 
Let  me  introduce  you  to  Niagara  I  " 

They  jumped  out  of  the  carriage,  and  while 
their  bags  were  being  carried  in  they  ran  to 
the  parapeted  edge  of  the  chff  in  front  of  the 
hotel.  Niagara  thundered  in  their  ears;  the 
spray  of  it  beat  upon  their  faces;  but  of 
the  two  great  Falls  immediately  in  front  of 
them  they  saw  nothing  whatever.  The  fog, 
now  cold  and  clammy,  enwrapped  them  ;  even 
the  bright  lights  of  the  hotel,  but  a  stone's 
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throw  distant,  were  barely  visible  ;  and  the 
carnage  stai  standing  at  the  steps  had  vanished. 
Suddenly,  some  common  impulse  bom  of 
the  moment  and  the  scene-of  its  inhuman 
ghostlmess  and  grandeur-drew  them  to  each 
other.  Boyson  threw  his  arm  round  his  young 
wife  and  pressed  her  to  him,  kissing  her  face 
and  hau-,  bedewed  by  the  spray.  She  clung  to 
him  pa^ionately,  trembling  a  little,  as  the  roar 
deafened  them  and  the  fog  swept  round  them. 

As  the  Boysons  lingered  in  the  central  hall 
of  the  hotel,  reading  some  letters  which  had 
been  handed  to  them,  a  lady  in  black  passed 
along  the  gaUery  overhead  and  paused  a  moment 

in    t?L  "^"^  ^"""^^  *'''°''^^*  ^^  *^^  ^''®"- 

As  she  perceived  Captain  Boyson  there  was 
a  quick,  startled  movement ;  she  bent  a  moment 
oyer  the  staircase,  as  though  to  make  sure  of 
his  Identity,  and  then  ran  along  the  gallery  to 
a  room  at  the  farther  end.    As'she  o^ne7the 

^^\^  T^  .'°^^  ^  '*"^^^^  "P<>"  her,  ana 
the  thunder  of  the  Falls,  with  which  the  hotel 
IS  perpetually  filled,  seemed  to  redouble 

in  fi^r  -^^^  '^^'^°'^'  °PP°s^t«  to  her  were, 
m  fact   wide  open ;    the  room,  with  its  %hts 
^hnuned  by  fog.  seemed  hung  above  the  aK 
An   mvalid   couch   stood   in   front    of   the 
window,   and  upon  it  lay  a  pale,  emaciat^ 
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woman,  breathing  quickly  and  feebly.  At  the 
sound  of  the  closing  door,  Madeleine  Verrier 
turned. 

"Oh,  Daphne,  I  was  afraid  you  had  gone 
out  I    You  do  such  wild  things  I  " 

Daphne  Barnes  came  to  the  side  of  the  couch. 

"  Darling,  I  only  went  to  speak  to  your  maid 
for  a  moment.  Are  you  sure  you  can  stand  all 
this  damp  fog? " 

As  she  spoke  Daphne  took  up  a  fur  cloak 
lying  on  a  chair  near,  and  wrapped  herself 
warmly  in  it. 

"  I  can't  breathe  when  they  shut  the  win- 
dows.   But  it  is  too  cold  for  you." 

"  Oh,  I'm  aU  right  in  this."  Daphne  drew 
the  cloak  round  her. 

Inwardly  she  said  to  herself.  "  Shall  I  tell 
her  the  Boysons  are  here  ?  Yes,  I  must  She 
is  sure  to  hear  it  in  some  way." 

So,  stooping  over  the  couch,  she  sa  ■; : 

"  Do  you  know  who  arrived  this  evening  ? 
The  Alfred  Boysons.  I  saw  them  in  the  hall 
just  now." 

They're  on  their  honeymoon  .?  "  asked  the 
faint  voice,  after  a  just  perceptible  pause. 

Daphne  r  sented.  "  She  seems  a  prettv  little 
thing."  ^ 

Madeleine  Verrier  opened  her  tired  eyes  to 
look  at  Daphne.  Mrs.  Floyd-as  Daphne  now 
called  herself—was  dressed  in  deep  black.    The 
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cosay  gown  revealed  a  figure  which  had  re- 
cently become  substantial,   and  the  face  on 
which  the  electric  light  shone  had  nothing  left 
in  It  of  the  giri,  though  Daphne  Floyd  was  not 
yet  thirty.    The  initial  beauty  of  complexion 
was  gone;    so  was  the  fleeting  prettiness  of 
youth.    The  eyes  were  as  splendid  as  ever,  but 
combined  with  the  increased  paleness  of  the 
cheeks,  the  greater  prominence  and  determina- 
tion of  the  mouth,  and  a  certain  austerity  in  the 
dressing  of  the  hair,   which  was  now  firmly 
drawn  back  from  the  temples  round  which  it 
used  to  curi,  and  worn  high,  4  la  Marquise,  they 
expressed  a  personaUty~a  formidable  person- 
ality-in  which  self-wiU  was  no  longer  grace- 
ful, and  power  no  longer  magnetic.    Madeleine 
Vemer  gazed  at  her  friend  in  silence.    She  was 
very  grateful  to  Daphne,  often  very  dependent 
on  her.    But  there  were  moments  when  she 
shrank  from  her,  when  she  would  gladly  never 
have  seen  her  again.    Daphne  was  stiU  erect 
sdf^onfidant,    militant;     whereas    Madeleine 
knew  herself  vanquished-vanquished  both  in 
body  and  soul. 

Certain  inner  miseries  and  discomforts  had 

rf"  ^*  vibrating   by   the  name  of  Captain 
Boyson.  *^ 

"You  won't  want  to  see  him  or  come  across 
nim  ?     she  said  abruptly. 

"Who?    Alfred  Boyson  ?    I  am  not  afraid 
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of  him  in  Ha    least.    He  may  say  what  he 

plcases--or  think  what  he  pleases.    It  doesn't 

matter  to  me." 

"  Wlien  di .  you  see  him  last  ?  " 

Daphne  h-ira.rl  a  moment.     "When  he 

came  to  ask  .nr  fo-  certain  things  which  had 

belonged  to  tf nti>." 

"ForRo^e         ivcr.en>3r.    It  must  have 
been  pamful.' 

"Yes,"  sail  D«i/ru.»  unwillingly,  "it  was 
He  was  very  w  inemlly .  He  always  has  been- 
smce  It  happened.  But  1  bore  him  no  malice  " 
-the  tone  was  firm^"  and  the  interview  was 
short." 

"  Beatty^"  The  half  audible  word  feU  hke 
a  sigh  from  Madeleine's  lips  as  she  closed  her 
eyes  again  to  shut  out  the  Ught  which  teased 
them.  And  presently  she  added,  "Do  you 
ever  hear  anything  now— from  England  ?  " 

"  Just  what  T  niight  expect  to  hear— what 
more  than  justifies  aU  that  I  did." 

Daphne  sat  rigid  on  her  chair,  her  hands 
crossed  on  her  lap.  Mrs.  Verrier  did  not  pursue 
the  conversation. 

Outside  the  fog  grew  thicker  and  darker. 
Even  the  lights  on  the  bridge  were  now  en- 
giilfed.    Daphne   began   to  shiver  in   her  fur 

.  ??•    ??®  P""*  """^  *  ^^^^  h^d  and  took  one 
of  Mrs.  Verrier's. 

"Dear   Madeleine  I     Indeed,    indeed,    you 
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ought  to  let  me  move  you  from  this  place. 
Do  let  me !  There's  the  house  at  Stockbridge 
all  ready.  And  in  July  I  could  take  you  to 
Newport.  I  must  be  off  next  week,  for  I've 
promised  to  take  the  chair  at  a  big  meeting  at 
Buffalo  on  the  29th.  But  I  can't  bear  to 
leave  you  behind.  We  could  make  the  jour- 
ney quite  easy  for  you.  That  new  car  of  mine 
is  very  comfortable." 

"  I  know  it  is.    But,  thank  you,  dear,  I  like 
this  hotel ;    and  it  will  be  summer  directly." 
Daphne  hesitated     A  strong  protest  against 
"morbidness'    was  on  her  lips,  but  she  did 
not  speak  it.     In  the  mist-filled  room  even 
the  bright  fire,  the  electric  lights,  had  grown 
strangely  dim.    Only  the  roar  outside  was  real 
—terribly,  threateningly  real.    Yet  the  sound 
was  not  so  much  fierce  as  lamental>le ;    the 
voice  of  Nature  mourning  the  eternal  flaw  and 
conflict  at  the  heart  of  things.    Daphne  knew 
wdl  that,  mingled  with  this  primitive,  cosmic 
voice,    there    was— for    Madeleine     Verrlcr— 
another:    a  plaintive,   human  cry.   that    was 
drawing  the  life  out  of  her  breast,  tlic  alood 
froni  her  veins,  Uke  some  baneful  vitchcraft 
of  old.    But  she  dared  not  speak  0    t ;  she  and 
tlie  doctor  who  attended  Mrs.  Verrier  dared  no 
lonp'er  name  the  patient's   "obsession"  even 
to  each   other.     They  had   tried   to     ombat 
It.  to  tear  her  from  this  place ;  wit     ro  other 
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result,  as  it  seemed,  than  to  hasten  the  death- 
process    which    was    upon    her.    Gently,    but 
finnly,  she  had  defied  them,  and  they  knew 
now  that  she  would  always  defy  them.    For 
a  year  past,  summer  and  winter,  she  had  Hved 
m  t^s  apartment  facing  the  Falls ;  her  nurses 
found  her  very  patient  under  the  incurable 
disease   which   had   declared   itself;    Daphne 
came  to  stay  with  her  when  arduous  engage- 
ments    aUowed,    and    Madeleine    was    always 
grateful  and  affectionate.    But  certain  topics, 
aiid  certam  advocacies,   had  dropped  out  of 
thar  conversation-not  by  Daphne's  wiU.  There 
had  been   no   spoken   recantation;    only  the 
prophetess  prophesied  no  more ;    and  of  late 
especiaOly    when    Daphne    was   not    there-so 
Mrs.  Floyd  had  discovered-a  Roman  Catholic 
pnest  had  begun  to  visit  Mrs.  Verrier.    Daphne 
moreover,  had  recently  noticed  a  smaU  crucifix,' 
hidden  among  the  folds  of  the  loose  black  dress 
wnich  Madeleine  commonly  wore. 

Daphne  had  changed  her  dress  and  dis- 
missed her  maid.  Although  it  was  May,  a 
wood-fire  had  been  hghted  in  her  room  to 
comiteract  the  chiUy  damp  of  the  evening. 
She  hung  over  it,  loth  to  go  back  to  the  sitting- 
room,  and  plagued  by  a  depression  that  not 
even  her  strong  wiU  could  immediately  shake 
off.    She  wished  the  Boysons  had  not  come. 
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She  supposed  that  Alfred  Boyson  would  hardly 
cut  her;  but  she  was  tolerably  certain  that 
he  would  not  wish  his  young  wife  to  become 
acquamted  with  her.  She  scorned  his  dis- 
approval  of  her ;  but  she  smarted  under  it  It 
combmed  with  Madeleine's  strange  delusions 
to  put  her  on  the  defensive ;  to  call  out  aU 
the  fierceness  of  her  pride ;  to  make  her  feel 
herself  the  champion  of  a  sound  and  reason- 
able view  of  life  as  against  weakness  and  re- 
action. 

Madeleine's  dumb  remorse  was.  indeed   the 
most  paralysing  and  baffling  thing ;    nothing 
seemed  to  be  of  any  avail  against  it.  now  that 
it  had  finaUy  gained  the  upper  hand.     There 
had  been  dark  times,  no  doubt,  in  the  old  days 
in  Washmgton ;   times  when  the   tragedy   of 
her  husband's  death   had  overshadowed  her. 
Hutm  the  intervals,  what  courage  and  boldness, 
what  ardour  in  the  declaration  of  that  new 
Femmist  gospel  to  which  Daphne  Iiad  in  her 
0^  case  bonie  witness  !    Daphne  remembered 
h^  ^th  what  feverish  readiness  Madeleine 
had  accepted  her  own  pleas  after  her  flight 
from   England ;    how  she   had   defended   her 
ag^st  h<.tile  criticism,    had   supported   her 
^unng    the    divorce    court    proceedings,    and 
tnumphed    in    their    result.    "  You    Ze    un- 

what  more  do  you  want  ?    Free  youiself.  my 
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dear,  free  yourself  I  What  right  have  you  to 
bear  more  children  to  a  man  who  is  a  liar  and 
a  shuffler  ?  It  is  our  generation  that  must 
suffer,  for  the  liberty  of  those  that  come 
after  I " 

What  had  changed  her?  Was  it  simply 
the  approach  of  mortal  iUness,  the  old  ques- 
tioning of  "  what  dreams  may  come  "  ?  Supersti- 
tion, in  fact  ?  As  a  girl  she  had  been  mystical 
and  devout ;  so  Daphne  had  heard. 

Or  was  it  the  death  of  Uttle  Beatty,  to  whom 
she  was  much  attached  ?  She  had  seen  some- 
thing of  Roger  during  that  intermediate  Phila- 
delphia stage,  when  he  and  Beatty  were  allowed 
to  meet  at  her  house;  and  she  had  once  or 
twice  astonished  and  wounded  Daphne  at  that 
time  by  sudden  expressions  of  pity  for  him. 
It  was  she  who  had  sent  the  cable  message 
announcing  the  child's  death,  wording  it  as 
genLy  as  possible,  and  had  wept  in  sending  it. 

"As  if  I  hadn't  suffered  too!"  cried 
Daphne's  angry  thought.  And  she  turned  to 
look  at  the  beautiful  miniature  of  Beatty  set 
in  pearls  that  stood  upon  her  dressing-table. 
There  was  something  in  the  recollection  of 
Madeleine's  sensibiUty  with  regard  to  the  child 
—as  in  that  of  her  compassion  for  the  father's 
suffering— that  offended  Daphne.  It  seemed  a 
reflection  upon  herself,  Beatty's  mother,  as 
lacking  in  softness  and  natural  feeling. 
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On  the  contrary!  She  had  suffered  ter- 
ribly ;  but  she  had  thought  it  her  duty  to  bear 
it  with  courage,  not  to  let  it  interfere  with  the 
development  of  her  life.  And  as  for  Roger, 
was  it  her  fault  that  he  had  made  it  impossible 
for  her  to  keep  her  promise?  That  she  had 
been  forced  to  separate  Beatty  from  him  ? 
And  if,  as  she  understood  now  from  various 
English  correspondents,  it  was  true  that  Roger 
had  dropped  out  of  decent  society,  did  it  not 
simply  prove  that  she  had  guessed  his  charac- 
ter aright,  and  had  only  saved  herself  just  in 
time? 

It  was  as  though  the  sudden  presence  of 
Captain  Boyson  under  the  same  roof  had  raised 
up  a  shadowy  adversary  and   accuser,   with 
whom  she  must  go  on  thus  arguing,  and  hotly 
defending  herself,  in  a  growing  excitement.  Not 
that  she  would,  ever  stoop  to  argue  with  Alfred 
Boyson  face  to  face.    How  could  he  ever  under- 
stand the  ideals  to  which  she  had  devoted  her 
powers  and  her  money  since   the  break-up  of 
her  married  life  ?    He  could  merely  estimate 
what  she  had  done  in  the  conunonest,  vulgarest 
way.    Yet   who   could   truthfully   charge   her 
with   having   obtained   her   divorce   in    order 
thereby  to  claim  any  fresh  licence  for  herself  ? 
She  looked  back  now  with  a  cool  amazement 
on   that  sudden   rush   of  passion   which   had 
swept   her   into   marriage,   no   less   than   the 
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jealousy  which  had  led  her  to  break  with  Roger 
She  was  stiU  capable  of  many  kinds  of  violence  .* 
but  not,  probably,  of  the  violence  of  love.  The 
influence  of  sex  and  sense  upon  her  had 
weakened ;  the  influence  of  ambition  had  in- 
creased. As  in  many  women  of  Southern  race 
the  period  of  hot  blood  had  passed  into  a  period 
of  mtrigue  and  domination.  Her  wealth  gave 
her  power,  and  for  that  power  she  lived. 

Yes,  she  was  personally  desolate,  but  she 
had  stood  firm,  and  her  reward  lay  in  the  fact 
that  she  had  gathered  round  her  an  army  of 
dependents  and  followers— women  especially— 
to  whom  her  money  and  her  brains  w^re  in- 
dispensable.   There  on  the  table  lay  the  plans 
for  a  new  Women's  CoUege,  on  the  broadest 
and  most  modem  hnes,  to  which  she  was  soon 
to  devote  a  large  sum  of  money.    The  waUs 
should  have  been  up  by  now  but  for  a  quarrel 
with  her  secretary,  who  had  become  much  too 
independent,  and  had  had  to  be  peremptorily 
dismissed  at  a  moment's  notice.    But  the  plan 
was   a  noble  one,   approved   by   the  highest 
authonties ;   and  Daphne,  looking  to  posterity, 
anticipated   the   recognition    that   she   herself 
might   never   live   to  see.     For  the  rest  she 
had  given   herself—with  reservations— to  the 
Feminist  movement.    It  was  not  in  her  nature 
to  give  herself  whoUy  to  anything;    and  she 
was  instinctively  critical  of    people  who  pro- 
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fessed  to  be  her  leaders,  and  programmes  to 
which  she  was  expected  to  subscribe.  Whole- 
hearted devotion,  which,  as  she  rightly  said, 
meant  blind  devotion,  had  never  been  her 
line;  and  she  had  been  on  one  or  two  occa- 
sions offensively  outspoken  on  the  subject  of 
certain  leading  persons  in  the  movement.  She 
was  not,  therefore,  popular  with  her  party,  and 
did  not  care  to  be ;  her  pride  of  money  held 
her  apart  from  the  rank  and  file,  the  college 
girls,  and  typists,  and  journalists  who  filled  the 
Feminist  meetings,  and  often  made  themselves, 
in  her  eyes,  supremely  ridiculous,  because  of 
what  she  considered  their  silly  province  Jity 
and  lack  of  knowledge  of  the  worid. 

Yet,  of  course,  she  was  a  "  Feminist  "—and 
particularly  associated  with  those  persons  in 
the  suffrage  camp  who  stood  for  broad  views 
on  marriage  and  divorce.  She  knew  very  well 
that  many  other  persons  in  the  same  camp  held 
different  opinions;  and  in  pubUc  or  official 
gatherings  was  always  nervously—most  people 
thought  arrogantly— on  the  look-out  for  affronts. 
Meanwhae,  everywhere,  or  ahnost  everywhere, 
her  money  gave  her  power,  and  her  knowledge 
of  It  was  always  sweet  to  her.  There  was 
nothmg  in  the  worid— no  cause,  no  faith— that 
she  could  have  accepted  "as  a  little  child." 
But  everywhere,  in  her  own  opinion,  she  stood 
for  Justice ;   justice  for  women  as  against  the 
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old   primaeval   tyranny   of  men;    justice    of 
Z1'   \*^*/°^'°»»».  «"<>  justice  to  the  ricS' 

tVtr   h:^  ^d  oommon^nse,  so  it  seemed 
to  Her,  had  been  her  cradle-gift 

And  with  regard  to  Art,  how  much  slie  had 

been  aHe  to  do  I    She  had  generously  helped 

the    pubUc    coUections,    and    her   oZi    f^ 

^eor  at  the  house  in  Newport,  was  fa^^ 

hroughout   England   and   America.    tC  in 

l„r^  °'-*''^  ^^""^  y^  *«  had  found 
among  the  signatures,  extracted  from  visitors 

h«?f>.  ***f  ?""'"y  across  the  room,  her 
head  tlm)wn  back,  every  nerve  tense.    Lei  the 
Ignorant  and  stupid  blame  her  if  they  chose 
She  stood  absolved.    Memoiy  reminded  her' 
moreover,  of  a  great  nmnber  of  kind  and  gener-' 

^h  W^P"^"  V^S^*»*  ^Oe  had^ona 
r^fr^T'^-  «■»«•  like  Herbert  French, 
or  Alfred  Boyson,  denomiced  her,  there  were 
many  persons  who  felt  warmly  towards  her- 
^d  had  cause  As  she  thought  of  them  the 
tears  rose  m  her  eyes.  Of  com^c  she  could 
never  make  such  things  pubHc 

Outside  the  fog  seemed  to  be  lifting  a  little 

gleam  and  radiance  over  the  gorge.    If  the 
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moon  struggled  through,  it  would  be  worth  while 
slipping  out  after  dinner  to  watch  its  play 
upon  the  great  spectacle.  She  was  careful  to 
cherish  in  herself  an  openness  to  noble  impres- 
sions and  to  the  high  poetrj^  of  nature  and 
life.  And  she  must  not  allow  herself  to  be  led 
by  the  casual  neighbourhood  of  the  Boysons 
into  weak  or  unprofitable  thought. 

The  Boysons  dined  at  a  table,  gay  with 
lights  and  flowers,  that  should  have  com- 
manded the  Falls  but  for  the  curtain  of  fog. 
Niagara,  however,  might  flout  them  if  it 
pleased;  they  could  do  without  Niagara. 
They  were  deUghted  that  the  hotel,  appar- 
ently, contained  no  one  they  knew.  All  they 
wanted  was  to  be  together,  and  alone.  But 
the  bride  was  tired  by  a  long  day  in  the  train  ; 
her  smiles  began  presently  to  flag,  and  by 
nine  o'clock  her  husband  had  insisted  on  send- 
ing her  to  rest. 

After  escorting  her  upstairs  Captain  Boy- 
son  returned  to  the  verandah,  which  was 
bnghtly  lit  up.  m  order  to  read  some  letters 
that  were  still  unopened  in  his  pocket.  But 
before  he  began  upon  them  he  was  seized 
once  more  by  the  wizardry  of  the  scene.  Was 
that  mdistmct  glimmer  in  the  far  distance- 
that  mtenser  white  on  white— the  eternal  cloud 
of  spray  that  hangs  over  the  Canadian  Fall  ? 
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If  so,  the  fog  was  indeed  yielding,  and  the  full 
moon  behind  it  would  triumph  before  long. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  could  no  longer  see  the 
lights  of  the  bridge  at  all ;  the  rolling  vapour 
choked  the  gorge,  and  the  waiter  who  brought 
him  his  coffee  drily  prophesied  that  there 
would  not  be  much  change  under  twenty- 
four  hours. 

He  fell  back  upon  his  letters,  well  pleased 
to  see  that  one  among  them  came  from  Herbert 
French,  with  whom  the  American  officer  had 
maintained  a  warm  friendship  since  the^day 
of  a  certain  consultation  in  French's  East- 
End  Hbrary.  The  letter  was  primarily  one  of 
congratulation,  written  with  all  French's  charm 
and  sympathy ;  but  over  the  last  pages  of  it 
Boyson's  face  darkened,  for  they  contained  a 
deplorable  account  of  the  man  whom  he  and 
French  had  tried  to  save. 

The  concluding  passage  of  the  letter  ran  as 
follows : 

"You  will  scarcely  wonder  after  all  this 
that  we  see  him  very  seldom,  and  that  he  no 
longer  gives  us  his  confidence.  Yet  both  Elsie 
and  I  feel  that  he  cares  for  us  as  much  as 
ever.  And,  indeed,  poor  fellow,  he  himself 
remains  strangely  lovable,  in  spite  of  what 
one  must— alas !— believe  as  to  his  ways  of 
life  and  the  people  with  whom  he  associates. 
There  is  in  him,  always,  something  of  what 
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Myers  called  '  the  imperishable  child.'  That  a 
man  who  might  have  been  so  easily  led  to  good 
has  been  so  fatally  thrust  into  evil  is  one  of 
the  abiding  sorrows  of  my  life.  How  can  I 
reproach  him  for  his  behaviour  ?  As  the  law 
stands,  he  can  never  marry;  he  can  never 
have  legitimate  children.  Under  the  wrong 
he  has  suffered,  and,  no  doubt,  in  consequence 
of  that  illness  in  New  York,  when  he  was  badly 
nursed  and  cared  for—from  which,  in  fact,  he 
has  never  wholly  recovered— his  wUl-power  and 
nerve,  which  were  never  very  strong,  have 
given  way ;  he  broods  upon  the  past  perpetu- 
ally, and  on  the  loss  of  his  child.  Our  poor 
Apollo,  Boyson,  will  soon  have  lost  hunself 
wholly,  and  there  is  no  one  to  help. 

"  Do  you  ever  see  or  hear  anything  of  that 
woman?    Do  you  know  what  has  become  of 
her?    I  see  you  are  to  have   a  Conference 
on  your  Divorce  Laws— that  opinion  and  indig- 
nation are  rising.    For  Heaven's  sake,  do  some- 
thing!   I  gather  some  appalling  facts  from  a 
recent  Wasliington  report.    One  in  twelve  of 
all  your  marriages  dissolved!    A  man  or  a 
woman  divorced  in  one  State,  and  still  bound 
in  another!    The  most  trivial  causes  for  the 
break-up  of  marriage,  accepted  and  acted  upon 
by  corrupt  courts,  and  reform  blocked  by  a 
phalanx  of  corrupt  interests  I    Is  it  all  true  ? 
An  American  correspondent  of  mine— a  lady— 
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repeats  to  me  what  you  once  said,  that  it  is  the 
women  who  bring  the  majority  of  the  actions. 
She  impresses  upon  me  also  the  remarkable  fact 
that  it  is  apparently  only  in  a  minority  of  cases 
that  a  woman,  when  she  has  got  rid  of  her 
husband,    marries    someone    else.    It    is   not 
pa^ion,  therefore,  that  dictates  many  of  these 
actions ;  no  serious  cause  or  feeling,  indeed,  of 
any  kind ;    but  rather  an  ever-spreading  rest- 
lessness and  levity,  a  readiness  to  tamper  with 
the  very  foundations  of  society,  for  a  whim,  a 
nothing!— in    the    interests,    often,    of    what 
women  caU  their  'individuality'  I    No  foohsh 
talk  here  of  being  *  members  one  of  another '  1 
We  have  outgrown  aU  that.    The  faciHties  are 
always  there,    and   the  temptation   of  them. 
'  The  women— especially— who  do  these  things,' 
she  writes  me,  *  are  moral  anarchists.    One  can 
appeal  to  nothing ;   they  acknowledge  nothing. 
Transformations  infinitely  far-reaching  and  pro- 
found are  going  on  among  us.* 

Ajypeal  to  nothing  I  *  And  this  said  of 
women,  by  a  woman  I  It  was  of  men  that  a 
Voice  said  long  ago :  '  Moses,  because  of  the 
hardness  of  your  hearts,  suffered  you  to  put 
away  your  wives  '—just  such  grounds,  appar- 
ently—trivial and  cruel  preteirts- as  your 
American  courts  admit.  *But  /  say  unto 
you  !— /  say  unto  you  !'.... 

"  Well,  I  am  a  Christian  priest,  incapable, 
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of  course,  of  an  unbiassed  opinion.  My  corre- 
spondent tries  to  explain  the  situation  a  little 
by  pointing  out  that  your  women  in  America 
claim  to  be  the  superiors  of  your  men,  to  be 
more  intellectual,  better-mannered,  more  refined. 
Marriage  disappoints  or  disgusts  them,  and  they 
impatiently  put  it  aside.  They  break  it  up, 
and  seem  to  pay  no  penalty.  But  you  and  I 
believe  that  they  will  pay  it  I— that  there  are 
divine  avenging  forces  in  the  very  law  they 
tamper  with— and  that,  as  a  nation,  you  must 
either  retrace  some  of  the  steps  taken,  or  sink 
in  the  scale  of  life. 

"  How  I  run  on  !  And  all  because  my  heart 
is  hot  within  me  for  the  suffering  of  one  man, 
and  the  hardness  of  one  woman  I  " 

Boyson  raised  his  eyes.  As  he  did  so  he 
saw  dimly  through  the  mist  the  figure  of  a 
lady,  veiled,  and  wrapped  in  a  fur  cloak,  cross- 
ing the  farther  end  of  the  verandah.  He  half 
rose  from  his  seat,  with  an  exclamation.  She 
ran  down  the  steps  leading  to  the  road  and 
disappeared  in  the  fog. 

Boyson  stood  looking  after  her,  his  mind  in 
a  whirl. 

The  manager  of  the  hotel  came  hurriedly 
out  of  the  same  door  by  which  Daphne  Floyd 
had  emerged,  and  spoke  to  a  waiter  on  the 
verandah,  pointing  in  the  direction  she  had 
taken. 
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Boyson  heard  what  was  said,  and  came  up. 
A  short  conversation  passed  between  him  and 
the  manager.  There  was  a  moment's  pause  on 
Boyson's  part ;  he  still  held  French's  letter  in 
his  hand.  At  last,  thrusting  it  into  his  pocket, 
he  hurried  to  the  steps  whereby  Daphne  had 
left  the  hotel,  and  pursued  her  into  the  cloud 
outside. 

The  fog  was  now  rolling  back  from  the 
gorge,  upon  the  FaUs,  blotting  out  the  transient 
gleams  which  had  seemed  to  promise  a  lifting 
of  the  veil,  leaving  nothing  around  or  beneath 
but  the  white  and  thunderous  abyss. 


1 
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CHAPTER   XI 

Daphne's  purpose  in  quitting  the  hotel  had 
been  to  find  her  way  up  the  river  by  the  road 
which  runs  along  the  gorge  on  the  Canadian 
side,  from  the  hotel  to  the  Canadian  Fall.  Thick 
as  the  fog  still  was  in  the  gorge  she  hoped  to 
find  some  dearer  air  beyond  it.  S  lo  felt  op- 
pressed and  stifled;  and  though  she  had  told 
Madeleine  that  she  was  going  out  in  searcii  of 
effects  and  spectacle,  it  was  in  truth  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Alfred  Boyson  which  had  made 
her  restless. 

The  road  was  lit  at  intervals  by  electric 
lamps,  but  after  a  time  she  found  the  passage 
of  it  not  particularly  easy.  Some  repairs  to 
the  tramway  lines  were  going  on  higher  up, 
and  she  narrowly  escaped  various  pitfalls  in  the 
shape  of  trenches  and  holes  in  the  roadway, 
very  insufficiently  marked  by  feeble  lamps. 
But  the  stir  in  her  blood  drove  her  on  ;  so  did 
the  strangeness  of  this  white  darkness,  suffused 
with  moonlight,  yet,  in  this  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  Falls,  impenetrable.  She  was 
impatient  to  get  through  it ;  to  breathe  an  un- 
embarrassed air. 
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The  roar  at  her  left  hand  grew  wilder.  She 
had  reached  a  point  some  distance  fvom  the 
hotel,  close  to  the  jutting  comer,  once  open, 
now  walled  and  protected,  where  the  traveller 
approaches  nearest  to  the  edge  of  the  Canadian 
Fall.  She  knew  the  spot  well,  and  groping  for 
the  wall,  she  stood  breathless  and  spray- 
beaten  beside  the  gulf. 

Only  a  few  yards  from  her  the  vast  sheet 
of  water  descended.  She  could  see  nothing  of 
it,  but  the  wind  of  its  mighty  plunge  blew 
back  her  hair,  and  her  mackintosh  cloak  was 
soon  dripping  with  the  spray.  Once,  far  away, 
above  the  Falls,  she  seemed  to  perceive  a  few 
dim  lights  along  the  bend  of  the  river ;  per- 
haps from  one  of  the  great  power-houses  that 
tame  to  man's  service  the  spirits  of  the  water. 
Otherwise— nothing !  She  was  alone  with  the 
perpetual  challenge  and  fascination  of  the 
Falls. 

As  she  stood  there  she  was  seized  by  a 
tragic  recollection.  It  was  from  this  spot, 
so  she  believed,  that  Leopold  Verrier  had  thrown 
himself  over.  The  body  had  been  carried 
down  through  the  rapids,  and  recovered,  terribly 
injured,  i  i  the  deep  eddying  pool  which  the 
river  makes  below  them.  He  had  left  no 
letter  or  message  of  any  sort  behind  him.  But 
the  reasons  for  his  suicide  were  clearly  under- 
stood by  a  large  public,  whose  main  verdict 
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upon  it  was  the  quiet  "What  else  could  he 
do?" 

Here,  then,  on  this  very  spot,  he  had  stood 
before  his  leap.  Daphne  had  heard  him  de- 
scribed by  various  spectators  of  the  marriage. 
He  had  been,  it  seemed,  a  man  of  sensitive 
temperament,  who  should  have  been  an  artist 
and  was  a  man  of  business ;  a  considerable 
musician,  and  something  of  a  poet ;  proud  of 
his  race  and  faith  and  himself  irreproachable, 
yet  perpetually  wounded  through  his  family, 
which  bore  a  name  of  ill-repute  in  the  New 
York  business  world  ;  passionately  grateful  to 
his  wife  for  having  married  him,  delighting  in 
her  beauty  and  charm,  and  foolishly,  abjectly 
eager  to  heap  upon  her  and  their  child  every- 
thing that  wealth  could  buy. 

"It  was  Madeleine's  mother  who  made  it 
hopeless,"  thought  Daphne.  "But  for  Mrs. 
Fanshaw— it  might  have  lasted." 

And  memory  called  up  Mrs.  Fanshaw,  the 
beautifully  dressed  woman  of  fifty,  with  her 
pride  of  wealth  and  family,  belonging  to  the 
strictest  sect  of  New  York's  social  ^ite,  with 
her  hard,  fastidious  face,  her  formidable  elegance 
and  self-possession.  How  she  had  loathed  the 
marriage  !  And  with  what  a  harpy-like  eagerness 
had  she  seized  on  the  first  signs  of  Madeleine's 
discontent  and  ennui;  persuaded  her  to  come 
home ;   prepared  the  divorce  ;   poisoned  public 
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opinion.  It  was  from  a  last  interview  with  Mrs. 
Fanshaw  that  Leopold  Verrier  had  gone  straight 
to  his  death.  What  was  it  that  she  had  said 
to  him  ? 

Daphne  lingered  on  the  question  ;  haimted. 
too,  by  other  stray  recollections  of  the  dismal 
story—the  dvoctor  driving  by  in  the  early 
morning  who  had  seen  the  fall ;  the  discovery 
of  the  poor  broken  body ;  Madeleine's  blanched 
stoicism,  mider  the  fierce  coercion  of  her  mother  ; 
and  that  strong,  silent,  slow-setting  tide  of 
public  condemnation,  which  in  this  mstance,  at 
least,  had  avenged  a  cruel  act. 

But  at  this  point  Daphne  ceased  to  think 
about  her  friend.  She  found  herself  suddenly 
engaged  in  a  heated  self-defence.  What  com- 
parison could  there  be  between  her  case  and 
Madeleine's  ? 

Fiercely  she  found  herself  going  through 
the  Ust  of  Roger's  crimes;  his  idleness, 
treachery  and  deceit;  his  lack  of  any  high 
ideals;  his  bad  influence  on  the  child;  his 
luxurious  self-indulgent  habits,  the  lies  he  had 
told,  the  insults  he  had  offered  her.  By  now 
the  story  had  grown  to  a  lurid  whole  in 
her  imagination,  based  on  a  few  distorted 
facts,  yet  radically  and  monstrously  untrue. 
Generally,  however,  when  she  dwelt  upon  it, 
it  had  power  to  soothe  any  smart  of  conscience,' 
to  harden  any  yearning  of  the  heart,  supposing 
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she  felt  any.    And  by  now  she  had  almost 
ceased  to  feel  any. 

But  to-night  she  was  mysteriously  shaken  and 
agitated.  As  she  clung  to  the  wall,  which  alone 
separated  her  from  the  echoing  gulf  beyond, 
she  could  not  prevent  herself  from  thinking  of 
Roger,  Roger  as  he  was  when  Alfred  Boyson  in- 
troduced him  to  her,  when  they  first  married, 
and  she  had  been  blissfully  happy ;  happy  in 
the  possession  of  such  a  god-like  creature,  in  the 
envy  of  other  women,  in  the  belief  that  he  was 
growing  more  and  more  truly  attached  to  her. 

Her  thoughts  broke  abruptly.  "  He  married 
me  for  money  !  "  cried  the  inward  voice.  Then 
she  felt  her  cheeks  tingling  as  she  remembered 
her  conversation  with  Madeleine  on  that  very 
subject— how  she  had  justified  what  she  was 
now  judging— how  plainly  she  had  understood 
and  condoned  it. 

"  That  was  my  inexperience !  Besides,  I 
knew  nothing  then  of  Chloe  Fairmile.  If  I  had 
—I  should  never  have  done  it." 

olio  turned,  startled.  Steps  seemed  to  be 
approaching  her,  of  someone  as  yet  invisible. 
Her  nerves  were  all  on  edge,  and  she  felt  sud- 
denly frightened.  Strangers  of  all  kinds  visit 
and  hang  about  Niagara ;  she  was  quite  alone, 
known  to  be  the  rich  Mrs.  Floyd ;  if  she  were 
attacked — set  upon 

The  outline  of  a  man's  form  emerged ;  she 
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heard  her  name,  or  rather  the  name  she  had 
renounced. 

"I  saw  you  come  in  this  direction,  Mrs. 
Barnes.  I  knew  the  road  was  up  in  some 
places,  and  I  thought  in  this  fog  you  would 
allow  me  to  warn  you  that  \/alking  was  not 
very  safe." 

The  voice  was  Captain  Boyson's  ;  and  they 
were  now  plain  to  each  other  as  they  stood  a 
couple  of  yards  apart.  The  fog,  however, 
was  at  last  slightly  breaking.  There  was  a 
gleam  over  the  nearer  water ;  not  merely  the 
lights,  but  the  span  of  the  bridge  had  begun  to 
appear. 

Daphne  composed  herself  with  an  effort. 

"I  am  greatly  obUged  to  you,"  she  said 
in  her  most  freezing  manner.  "But  I  found 
no  difficulty  at  all  in  getting  through,  and  the 
fog  is  lifting." 

With  a  stiff  inclination  she  turned  in  the 
direction  of  the  hotel,  but  Captain  Boyson 
stood  in  her  way.  She  saw  a  face  embarrassed 
yet  resolved. 

"  Mrs.  Barnes,  may  I  speak  to  you  a  few 
minutes  ?  " 

Daphne  gave  a  slight  laugh. 

"  I  don't  see  how  I  can  prevent  it.  So  you 
didn't  follow  me.  Captain  Boyson,  out  of 
mere  regard  for  my  personal  safety  ?  " 

"If  I  hadn't  come  myself  I  should  have 
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sent  someone,"  he  replied  quietly.  "  The  hotel 
people  were  anxious.  But  I  wished  to  come 
myself.  I  confess  I  had  a  very  strong  desire 
to  speak  to  you." 

"  There  seems  to  be  nothing  and  no  one  to 
interfere  with  it,"  said  Daphne,  in  a  tone  of 
sarcasm.  "I  should  be  glad,  however,  with 
your  permission,  to  turn  homeward.  I  see 
Mrs.  Boyson  is  here.  You  are,  I  suppose,  on 
your  wedding  journey  ?  " 

He  moved  out  of  her  path,  said  a  few  con- 
ventional words,  and  they  walked  on.  A  light 
wind  had  risen  and  the  fog  was  now  breaking 
rapidly.  As  it  gave  way,  the  moonlight  poured 
into  the  breaches  that  the  wind  made;  the 
vast  black-and-silver  spectacle,  the  Falls,  the 
gorge,  the  town  opposite,  the  bridge,  the  clouds, 
began  to  appear  in  fragments,  grandiose  and 
fantastical. 

Daphne,  presently,  seeing  that  Boyson  was 
slow  to  speak,  raised  her  eyebrows  and 
attempted  a  remark  on  the  scene.  Boyson 
mterrupted  her  hurriedly. 

"  I  imagine,  Mrs.  Barnes,  that  what  I  wish 
to  say  will  seem  to  you  a  piece  of  insolence. 
All  the  same,  for  the  sake  of  our  former  friend- 
ship, I  would  ask  you  to  bear  with  me." 

"  By  all  means  !  " 

"  I  had  no  idea  that  you  were  in  the  hotel. 
About  half  an  hour  ago,  on  the  verandah,  I 
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opened  an  English  letter  which  arrived  this 
evening.  The  news  in  it  gave  me  great 
concern.  Then  I  saw  you  appear,  to  my 
astonishment,  in  the  distance.  I  asked  the 
hotel  manager  if  it  were  reaUy  you.  He  was 
about  to  send  someone  after  you.  An  idea 
occurred  to  me.  I  saw  my  opportunity— and  I 
pursued  you." 

"And  here  I  am,  at  your  mercy  I "  said 
Daphne,  with  sudden  sharpness.  "You  have 
left  me  no  choice.  However,  I  am  quite 
willing." 

TTie  voice  was  familiar  yet  strange.  There 
was  in  it  the  indefinable  hardening  and  ageing 
which  seemed  to  Boyson  to  have  affected  the 
whole  personality.  What  had  happened  to 
her  ?  As  he  looked  at  her  in  the  dim  light  there 
rushed  upon  them  both  the  memory  of  those 
three  weeks  by  the  sea-side  yeare  before,  when 
he  had  faUen  in  love  with  her,  and  she  had 
first  trifled  with,  and  then  repulsed  hun. 

"I  wished  to  ask  you  a  question,  in  the 
name  of  our  old  friendship;  and  because  I 
have  also  become  a  friend— as  you  know— 
of  your  husband." 

He  felt,  rather  than  saw,  the  start  of  anger 
in  the  woman  beside  him. 

"  Captain  Boyson  I  I  cannot  defend  myself, 
but  I  would  ask  you  to  recognise  ordinary 
courtesies.    I  have  now  no  husband." 
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"Of  your  husband,"  he  repeated,  without 
hesitation,  yet  gently.  "  By  the  law  of  Eng- 
land at  least,  which  you  accepted,  and  under 
which  you  became  a  British  subject,  you  are 
still  the  wife  of  Roger  Barnes,  and  he  has  done 
nothing  whatever  to  forfeit  his  right  to  your 
wifely  care.  It  is  indeed  of  him  and  of  his 
present  state  that  I  beg  to  be  allowed  to  speak 
to  you." 

He  heard  a  little  laugh  beside  him — ^unsteady 
and  hysterical. 

"  You  beg  for  what  you  have  already  taken. 
I  repeat,  I  am  at  your  mercy.  An  American 
subject,  Captain  Boyson,  knows  nothing  of  the 
law  of  England.  I  have  recovered  my  American 
citizenship,  and  the  law  of  my  country  has 
freed  me  from  a  degrading  and  disastrous 
marriage ! " 

"  While  Roger  remains  bound  ?  Incapable, 
at  the  age  of  thirty,  of  marrying  again,  unless 
he  renoimces  his  country— permanently  debarred 
from  home  and  children  !  " 

His  pulse  ran  quick.  It  was  a  strange  adven- 
ture, this,  to  which  he  had  committed  himself  ! 

"  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  English  law, 
nothing  whatever!  It  is  unjust,  monstrous. 
But  that  was  no  reason  why  I,  too,  should 
suffer ! " 

"  No  reason  for  patience  ?  No  reason  for 
pity  ?  "  said  the  man's  voice,  betraying  emotion 
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at  last.    "  Mrs.  Barnes,  what  do  you  know  of 
Roger's  present  state  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  need  to  know  anything." 
"  It  matters  nothing  to  you  ?    Nothing  to 
you  that  he  has  lost  health,  and  character 
and  happiness,  his  child,  his  home,  everything' 
owing  to  your  action  ?  " 

"Captain  Boyson ! "  she  cried,  her  com- 
posure giving  way,  "this  is  intolerable,  out- 
rageous I  It  is  humiUating  that  you  should 
even  expect  me  to  argue  with  you.  Yet,"  she 
bit  her  Up,  angry  with  the  agitation  that  would 
assail  her,  "  for  the  sake  of  our  friendship  to 
which  you  appeal,  I  would  rather  not  be  angry 
WTiat  you  say  is  monstrous  !  "  her  voice  shook. 
In  the  first  place,  I  freed  myself  from  a  man 
who  married  me  for  money." 

"  One  moment !  Do  you  forget  that  from 
the  day  you  left  him  Roger  has  never  touched 
a  farthing  of  your  money  ?  That  he  returned 
everything  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  that;  it  was  his 
own  folly." 

"i^^'  ^"*  ^*  throws  light  upon  his  character. 
Would  a  mere  fortune-hunter  have  done  it  ?  No, 
Mrs.  Barnes !— that  view  of  Roger  does  not  really 
convmce  you,  you  do  not  really  believe  it." 

She  smiled  bitterly. 

"  As  it  happens,  in  his  letters  to  me  after  I 
left  him,  he  amply  confessed  it." 
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"Because  his  wish  was  to  make  peace,  to 
throw  himself  at  your  feet.  He  accused  him- 
self, mote  than  was  just.  But  you  do  not  really 
think  him  mercenary  and  greedy,  you  know  that 
he  was  neither  1  Mrs.  Barnes,  Roger  is  ill  and 
lonely." 

"  His  mode  of  life  accounts  for  it." 
"  You  mean  that  he  has  begun  to  drink,  has 
fallen  into  bad  company.  That  may  be  true. 
I  cannot  deny  it.  But  consider.  A  man  from 
whom  everything  is  torn  at  one  blow ;  a  man 
of  not  very  strong  character,  not  accustomed 
to  endure  hardness.— Does  it  never  occur  to 
you  that  you  took  a  frightful  responsi- 
bility ?  " 

"I  protected  myself—and  my  child." 

He  breathed  deep. 

"Or  rather — did  you  murder  a  life — that 
God  had  given  you  in  trust  ?  " 

He  paused,  and  she  paused  also,  as  though 
held  by  the  power  of  his  will.  They  were  passing 
along  the  public  garden  that  borders  the  road  ; 
scents  of  lilac  and  fresh  leaf  floated  over  the 
damp  grass;  the  moonlight  was  growing  in 
strength,  and  the  majesty  of  the  gorge,  the  roar 
of  the  leaping  water,  all  seemed  to  enter  into 
the  moral  and  human  scene,  to  accent  and 
deepen  it. 

Daphne  suddenly  clmig  to  a  seat  beside  the 
path,  dropped  into  it. 
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"Captain  Boyson  i    I— I  cannot  bear  thisi 
any  longer." 

"  I  will  not  reproach  you  any  more."  he  said,  \ 
quietly.    "I  beg  your  pardon.    The  past  isj 
irrevocable,  but  the  present  is  here.    The  man 
who  loved  you,  the  father  of  your  child,  is  alone,  i 
ill,  poor,  in  danger  of  moral  ruin,  because  of' 
what  you  have  done.    I  ask  you  to  go  to  his 
aid.    But  first  let  me  tell  you  exactly  what  I 
have  just  heard  from  England."    He  repeated 
the  greater  part  of  French's  letter,  so  far  as  it 
concerned  Roger. 

"He  has  his  mother,"  said  Daphne,  when  , 
he   paused,    speaking   with    evident   physical 
difficulty. 

"  Lady  Barnes  I  hear  had  a  paralytic  stroke  : 
two  months  ago.  She  is  incapable  of  giving  ; 
advice  or  help." 

"  Of   course,    I    am    sorry.    But    Herbert 
French- 
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"  No  one  but  a  wife  could  save  him— no 
one  1  "  he  repeated  with  emphasis. 

"  I  am  not  his  wife !  "  she  insisted  faintly. 
"  I  released  myself  by  American  law.  He  is 
nothing  to  me."  As  she  spoke  she  leant  back 
against  the  seat  and  closed  her  eyes.  Boyson 
saw  clearly  that  excitement  and  anger  had 
struck  down  her  nervous  power,  that  she  might 
faint  or  go  into  hysterics.  Yet  a  man  of  rr 
markable    courtesy    and    pitifulness    towjiU 
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women  was  not  thereby  moved  from  his  pur- 
pose. He  had  his  chance ;  he  could  not  re- 
linquish it.  Only  there  was  something  now 
in  her  attitude  which  recalled  the  young  Daphne 
oi  years  ago ;  which  touched  his  heart. 

He  sat  down  beside  her. 

"Bear  with  me,  Mrs.  Barnes,  for  a  few 
moments,  while  I  put  it  as  it  appears  to  another 
mind.    You   became   first   jealous   of   Roger, 
for  very  small  reason,  then  tired  of  hun.    Your 
marriage  no  longer  satisfied  you — ^you  resolved 
to  be  quit  of  it ;  so  you  appealed  to  laws  of  which, 
as  a  nation,  we  are  ashamed,  which  all  that  is 
best  among  us  will,  before  long,  rebel  against 
and  change.    Our  State  system  permits  them— 
America  suffers.    In  this  case— forgive  me  if  I 
put  it  once  more  as  it  appears  to  me— they  have 
been  used  to  strike  at  an  Englishman  who  had 
absolutely  no  defence,  no  redress.   And  now  you 
are  free ;  he  remains  bound— so  long,  at  least,  as 
you  form  no  other  tie.    Again  I  ask  you,  have 
you  ever  let  yourself  face  what  it  means  to  a 
man  of  thirty  to  be  cut  off  from  lawful  mar- 
riage and  legitimate  children  ?    Mrs.  Barnes  1 
you  know  what  a  man  is,  his  strength  and  his 
weakness.    Are  you  really  willing  that  Roger 
should   sink   into   degradation   in  order  that 
you  may  punish  him  for  some  offence  to  your 
pride  or  your  feeling  ?    It  may  be  too  late  I 
He  may,   as  French  fears,   have  fallen  into 
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some  fatal  entanglement ;  it  may  not  h 
possible  to  restore  his  health.  He  may  not  t 
able" — ^he  hesitated,  then  brought  the  word 
out  firmly — "  to  forgive  you.  Or  again,  French' 
anxieties  about  him  may  be  unfounded.  Bu 
for  God's  sake  go  to  him  1  Once  on  Englis 
ground  you  are  his  wife  again  as  though  nothin 
had  happened.  For  God's  sake  put  every 
thing  aside  but  the  thought  of  the  vow  you  one 
made  to  him !  Go  back !  I  implore  you,  g 
back !  I  promise  you  that  no  happiness  yo 
have  ever  felt  will  be  equal  to  the  happiness  tha 
step  would  bring  you,  if  only  you  are  pei 
mitted  to  save  him." 

Daphne  was  by  now  shaking  from  head  t 
foot.  The  force  of  feeling  which  impelled  hii 
so  mastered  her  that  when  he  gravely  too 
her  hand  she  did  not  withdraw  it.  She  had 
strange  sense  of  having  at  last  discovered  th 
true  self  of  the  quiet,  efficient,  unpretendin 
man  she  had  known  for  so  long  and  cast  s 
easily  aside.  There  was  shock  and  excitemen 
in  it,  as  there  is  in  all  trials  of  strength  betweei 
a  man  and  a  woman.  She  tried  to  hate  an( 
despise  him,  but  she  could  not  achieve  it 
She  longed  to  answer  and  crush  him,  bu 
her  mind  was  a  blank,  her  tongue  refused  it 
ofi&ce.  Surprise,  resentment,  wounded  feelini 
made  a  tumult  and  darkness  through  whicl 
she  could  not  find  her  way. 
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She  rose  at  last  painfiilly  from  her  seat. 

"This  conversation  must  end,"  she  said 
brokenly.  "  Captain  Boyson,  I  appeal  to  you 
as  a  gentleman,  let  me  go  on  aione." 

He  looked  at  her  sadly  and  stood  aside. 
But  as  he  saw  her  move  uncertainly  towards 
a  portion  of  the  road  where  various  trenches 
and  pits  made  walking  difficult,  he  darted  after 
her. 

"Please  I"  he  said  peremptorily;  "this 
bit  is  unsafe." 

He  drew  her  hand  within  his  arm  and  guided 
her.  As  he  did  so  he  saw  that  she  was  crying ; 
no  doubt,  as  he  rightly  guessed,  from  shaken 
nerves  and  wounded  pride  ;  for  it  did  not  seem 
to  him  that  she  had  yielded  at  all.  But  this 
time  he  felt  distress  and  compunction. 

"  Forgive  me  !  "  he  said,  bending  over  her. 
"  But  think  of  what  I  have  said— I  beg  of  you  ! 
Be  kind,  be  merciful !  " 

She  made  various  attempts  to  speak,  and  at 
last  she  said,  "  I  bear  you  no  malice.  But  you 
don't  understand  me,  you  never  have." 

He  offered  no  reply.  They  had  reached  the 
courtyard  of  the  hotel.  Daphne  withdrew  her 
hand.  When  she  reached  the  steps  she  pre- 
ceded him  without  looking  back,  and  was  soon 
lost  to  sight. 

Boyson  shook  his  head,  lit  a  cigar,  and  spent 
some  tune  longer  pacing  up  and  down  the 
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veranda/i.  When  he  went  to  his  wife's  roon 
he  found  her  asleep,  a  vision  of  soft  youth  ancj 
charm.  He  stood  a  few  moments  looking 
down  upon  her,  wondering  in  himself  at  what  he 
had  done.  Yet  he  knew  very  well  that  it  was 
the  stirring  and  deepening  of  his  whole  being  pro- 
duced by  love  that  had  impelled  him  to  do  it. 

Next  morning  he  told  his  wife. 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  produced  any  effect  ?  " 
he  asked  her  anxiously.  "  If  she  really  thinks 
over  what  I  said,  she  must  be  touched  !  unless 
she's  made  of  flnit.  I  said  all  the  wrong  things— 
but  I  did  rub  it  in." 

"  I'm  sure  you  did,"  said  his  wife,  smiling. 
Thea  she  looked  at  him  with  a  critical  tender- 
ness. 

"  You  dear  optimist !  "  she  cried,  and  slipped 
her  hand  into  his. 

"That  means  you  think  I  behaved  Uke  a 
fool,  and  that  my  appeal  won't  move  her  in 
the  least  ?  " 

The  face  beside  him  saddened. 

"Dear,  dear  optimist  I"  she  repeated,  and 
pressed  his  hand.  He  urged  an  explanation 
of  her  epithet.  But  she  only  said,  thought- 
fully: 

"  You  took  a  great  responsibility  1 

"  Towards  her  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  No — towards  him  1  " 
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Meanwhile  Daphne  was  watching  beside  a 
death-bed.  On  her  return  from  her  walk 
she  had  been  met  by  the  news  of  fresh  and 
grave  symptoms  in  Mrs.  Verrier's  case.  A 
Boston  doctor  arrived  the  following  morning. 
The  mortal  disease  which  had  attacked  her 
about  a  year  before  this  date  had  entered,  so 
he  reported,  on  its  last  phase.  He  talked  of  a 
few  dajrs — possibly  hours. 

The  Boysons  departed,  having  left  cards  of 
inquiry  and  sympathy,  of  which  Mrs.  Floyd 
took  no  notice.  Then  for  Daphne  there  followed 
a  nightmare  of  waiting  and  pain.  She  loved 
Madeleine  Verrier,  as  far  as  she  was  capable  of 
love,  and  she  jealously  wished  to  be  all  in  all 
to  her  in  these  last  hours.  She  would  have 
liked  to  feel  that  it  was  she  who  had  carried 
her  friend  through  them;  who  had  nobly 
sustained  her  in  the  dolorous  pass.  To  have 
been  able  to  feel  this  would  have  been  as  balm 
moreover  to  a  piteously  wounded  self-love, 
to  a  smarting  and  bitter  recollection,  which 
would  not  let  her  rest. 

But  in  these  last  days  Madeleine  escaped 
her  altogether.  A  thin-faced  priest  arrived, 
the  same  who  had  been  visiting  the  invalid  at 
intervals  for  a  month  or  two.  Mrs.  Verrier  was 
received  into  the  Roman  Catholic  Church; 
she  made  her  first  confession  and  conmiunion ; 
she  saw  her  mother  for  a  short,  final  interview, 
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and  her  little  girl;  and  the  physical  energy 
required  for  these  acts  exhausted  her  small 
store.  Whenever  Daphne  entered  her  room 
Madeleine  received  her  tenderly ;  but  she  could 
speak  but  little,  and  Daphne  felt  herself  shut 
out  and  ignored.  What  she  said  or  thought 
was  no  longer,  it  seemed,  of  any  account.  She 
resented  and  despised  Madeleine's  surrender  to 
what  she  held  to  be  a  decaying  superstition; 
and  her  haughty  manner  towards  the  mild 
Oratorian  whom  she  met  occasionally  on  the 
stairs,  or  in  the  corridor,  expressed  her  disap- 
proval. But  it  was  impossible  to  argue  with 
a  dying  woman.    She  suffered  in  silence. 

As  she  sat  beside  the  patient,  in  the  hours  of 
narcotic  sleep  when  she  relieved  one  of  the 
nurses,  she  went  often  through  times  of  great 
bitterness.  She  could  not  forgive  the  attack 
Captain  Boyson  l.ad  made  upon  her ;  yet  she 
could  not  forget  it.  It  had  so  far  roused  her 
moral  sense  that  it  led  her  to  a  perpetual  brood- 
ing over  the  past,  a  perpetual  re-statement  of 
her  own  position.  She  was  most  troubled,  often, 
by  certain  episodes  in  the  past,  of  which,  she 
supposed,  Alfred  Boyson  knew  least;  the  cor- 
rupt use  she  had  made  of  her  money;  the 
false  witnesses  she  had  paid  for  ;  the  bribes  she 
had  given.  At  the  time  it  had  seemed  to  her 
all  part  of  the  campaign,  in  the  day's  work. 
She  had  found  herself  in  a  milieu  that  'lemoral- 


DAPHNE 


879 


ised  her;  her  mind  had  become  like  "the 
dyer's  hand,  subdued  to  what  it  worked  in." 
Now,  she  found  herself  thinking  in  a  sudden 
terror,  "  If  Alfred  Boyson  knew  so  and  so  !  " 
or,  as  she  looked  down  on  Madeleine's  d5dng 
face,  "  Could  I  even  tell  Madeleine  that  ?  " 
And  then  would  come  the  dreary  thought,  "  I 
shall  never  tell  her  anything  any  more.  She 
is  lost  to  me — even  before  death." 

She  tried  to  avoid  thinking  of  Roger ;  but 
the  memory  of  the  scene  with  Alfred  Boyson 
did,  in  truth,  bring  him  constantly  before  her. 
An  inner  debate  began,  from  which  she  could 
not  escape.  She  grew  white  and  ill  with  it. 
If  she  could  have  rushed  away  from  it  into  the 
full  stream  of  Ufe,  have  thrown  herself  into 
meetings  and  discussion,  have  r..*sumed  her 
place  as  the  admired  and  flattered  head  of  a 
particular  society,  she  could  easily  have  cruFhed 
and  silenced  the  thoughts  which  tormented  her. 

But  she  was  held  fast.  She  could  not 
desert  Madeleine  Verrier  in  death ;  she  could 
not  wrench  her  own  hand  from  this  frail  hand 
which  clung  to  it ;  even  though  Madeleine  had 
betrayed  the  common  cause,  had  yielded  at 
last  to  that  moral  and  spiritual  cowardice  which 
— as  all  freethinkers  know — has  spoiled  and 
clouded  so  many  death-beds.  Daphne — the 
skimmer  of  many  books — remembered  how 
Renan — sain  et  sauf—hsid  sent  a  challenge  to 
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his  own  end,  and,  defying  the  possible  weakness 
of  age  and  sickness,  had  demanded  to  be  judgec 
by  the  convictions  of  life,  and  not  by  the  teiron 
of  death.  She  tried  to  fortify  her  own  mind 
by  the  recoUection. 

The  first  days  of  Jime  broke  radiantly  ovei 
the  great  gorge  and  the  woods  which  surround 
It.  One  morning,  early,  between  four  and 
five  o'clock.  Daphne  came  in,  to  find  Madeleine 
awake  and  comparatively  at  ease.  Yet  the 
preceding  twenty-four  hours  had  been  terrible, 
and  her  nurses  knew  that  the  end  could  not 
be  far  off. 

The  invaUd  had  just  asked  that  her  couch 
might  be  drawn  as  near  to  the  window  as 
possible,  and  she  lay  looking  towards  the  dawn, 
which  rose  in  fresh  and  windless  beauty  over 
the  town  opposite  and  the  white  splendour  of 
the  Falls.    The  American  Fall  was  still  largely 
m  shadow ;    but  the  light  struck  on  the  fresh 
green  of  Goat  Island  and  leapt  in  tongues  of 
&e  along  the  edge  of  the  Horseshoe,  turning 
the  rapids  above  it  to  flame  and  sending  shafts 
mto  the  vast  tower  of  spray  that  holds  the 
centre  of  the  curve.    Nature  was  aU  youth, 
gutter  and  delight ;    summer  was  rushing  on 
the  gorge ;    the  mingling  of  wood  and  water 
was  at  Its  richest  and  noblest. 

Madeleine  turned  her  face  towards  the  gorge, 
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her  wasted  hands  clasped  on  her  breast.  She 
beckoned  Daphne  with  a  smile,  and  Daphne 
knelt  down  beside  her. 

"The  water!"  said  the  whispering  voice; 
"it  was  once  so  terrible.    I  am  not  afraid— 
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No,  darling.    Why  should  you  be  ? 
I  know  now,  I  shall  see  him  again." 
Daphne  was  silent. 

"I  hoped  it,   but  I  couldn't  be  certain. 
That  was  so  awful.    Now— I  am  certain." 
"  Since  you  became  a  Catholic  ?  " 
She  made  a  sign  of  assent. 
"I    couldn't    be    uncertain— I    couldn't/" 
she  added  with  fervour,  looking  strangely  at 
Daphne.    And    Daphne    understood    that    no 
voice  less  positive  or  self-confident  than  that 
tholicism,  no  religion  less  well  provided 
tangible  rites  and  practices,  could  have 
.a  from  the  spirit  the  burden  of  that  remorse 
which  had  yet  killed  the  body. 

A  little  later  Madeleine  drew  her  down 
again. 

"  I  couldn't  talk.  Daphne— I  was  afraid ;  but 
I've  written  to  you,  just  bit  by  bit,  as  I  had 
strength.    Oh,  Daphne 1  " 

Then  voice  and  strength  failed  her.  Her 
eyes  piteously  followed  her  friend  for  a  little, 
and  then  closed. 

She   lingered   through   the   day;     and   at 
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night,  when  the  June  starlight  was  on  the 
gorge,  she  passed  away,  with  the  voice  of  the 
Falls  in  her  dying  ears.  A  tragic  beauty— 
"beauty  bom  of  murmuring  sound"— -had 
passed  into  her  face ;  and  that  great  plunge  of 
many  waters,  which  had  been  to  her  in  life  the 
symbol  of  anguish  and  guilt,  had  become  in 
some  mysterious  way  the  comforter  of  her  pain, 
the  friend  of  her  last  sleep. 

A  letter  was  found  for  Daphne  in  the  little 
box  beside  her  bed. 

It  ran  thus : 


"Daphne,  darling,— It  was  I  who  first 
taught  you  that  we  may  follow  our  own  law- 
less wills,  and  that  marriage  is  something  we 
may  bend  or  break  as  we  will.  But,  oh !  it  is 
not  so.  Marriage  is  mysterious  and  wo:  ''^r- 
ful ;  it  is  the  supreme  test  of  men  and  women. 
If  we  wrong  it,  and  despise  it,  we  mutilate  the 
divine  in  ourselves. 

"  Oh,  Daphne  I  it  is  a  small  thing  to  say, 
'  Forgive  ! '    Yet  it  means  the  whole  world. 

"  And  you  can  still  say  it  to  the  living.  It 
has  been  my  anguish  that  I  could  only  say  it 
to  the  dead.  Daphne,  good-bye !  I  have  fought 
a  long,  long  fight,  but  God  is  Master— I  bless— 
I  adore- 
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mist  of  unwilling  tears.  All  its  phraF«s.  ideas, 
preconceptions^  were  unwelcome,  unreal  to  her, 
though  she  knew  they  had  been  real  to  Madeleme. 

Yet  the  compulsion  of  the  dead  was  upon 
her,  and  of  her  scene  with  Boyson.  What  they 
asked  of  her — Madeleine  and  Alfred  Boyson— 
was  of  course  out  of  the  question ;  the  mere 
thought  of  that  humiliating  word  "  forgiveness  " 
sent  a  tingle  of  passion  through  her.  But  was 
there  no  third  couree  ?— something  which 
might  prove  to  all  the*  world  how  full  of  re- 
source and  generosity  a  woman  may  be  ? 

She  pondered  through  some  sleepless  hours ; 
and  at  last  she  saw  her  way  plain. 

Within  a  week  she  had  left  New  York  for 
Europe. 


CHAPTER   XII 

The  ship  on  which  Daphne  travelled  ha( 
covered  about  half  her  course.  On  a  certaii 
June  evening  Mrs.  Floyd,  walking  up  anc 
down  the  promenade  deck,  found  her  attentior 
'Mded  between  two  groups  of  her  fellow 
travellers  — one  taking  exercise  on  the  same 
deck  as  herself ;  the  other,  a  family  party,  on 
the  steerage  deck,  on  which  many  persons  in 
the  first  class  paused  to  look  down  with  sym- 
pathy as  they  reached  the  dividing  rail  aft. 

The  group  on  the  promenade  deck  con- 
sisted of  a  lady  and  gentleman,  and  a  boy  oi 
seven.  The  elders  walked  rapidly,  holding 
themselves  stiffly  erect,  and  showing  no  sign 
of  acquaintance  with  anyone  on  board.  The 
child  dragged  himself  wearily  along  behind 
them,  looking  sometimes  from  side  to  side  at 
the  various  p^  ^.le  passing  by,  with  eyes  no 
less  furtive  than  his  mother's.  She  was  a  tall 
and  handsome  woman,  with  extravagantly 
marine  clothes  and  much  false  hair.  Her  com- 
panion, a  bulky  and  ill-favoured  man,  glanced 
superciliously  at  the  ladies  in  the  deck  chairs, 
bestowing  always  a  more  attentive  scrutiny 
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than  usual  on  a  very  pretty  girl,  who  was  lying 
reading  midway  down,  with  a  white  lace  scarf 
draped  round  her  beautiful  hair  and  the 
harmonious  oval  of  her  face.  Daphre,  watch- 
ing him,  remembered  that  she  ha  seen  him 
speaking  to  the  girl— who  was  travc'  Jig  alone — 
on  one  or  two  occasions.  For  the  rest,  they  were 
a  notorious  couple.  The  woman  had  been 
twice  divorced,  aft  ■'r  misdoings  which  had  richly 
furnished  the  newspapers ;  the  man  belonged 
to  a  financial  class  with  which  reputable  men 
of  business  associate  no  more  than  tney  are 
obliged.  The  ship  left  them  severely  alone ; 
and  they  retaliated  by  a  manner  clearly  meant 
to  say  that  they  didn't  care  a  brass  farthing 
for  the  ship. 

The  group  on  the  steeraj,*  deck  v  v-  of  a 
very  different  kind.  It  was  made  up  o  v  con- 
sumptive wife,  a  young  husb? iid  and  one  or 
two  children.  The  wife'^  maJily,  recently 
declared,  had  led  to  thf-  being  refused  ad- 
mission to  the  States.  They  had  been  turned 
back  from  the  emigrant  station  on  Ellis  Island, 
and  were  now  sadly  returning  to  Liverpool. 
But  the  courage  of  the  young  and  sweet-faced 
mother,  the  devotion  of  her  Irish  husband, 
the  charm  of  her  dark-eyed  children,  had  roused 
much  feeling  in  an  idle  ship,  readv  for  emotion. 
There  had  been  a  collection  foi  them  among 
the  passengers ;   a  Liverpool  shipowner,  in  the 
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first  class,  had  promised  work  to  the  youn 
man  on  landing ;  the  mother  was  to  be  sent  i 
a  sanatorium;  the  children  cared  for  durini 
her  absence.  The  family  made  a  kind  o 
nucleus  round  which  whatever  himianity- 
or  whatever  imitation  of  it— there  was  oi 
board  might  gather  and  crystallise.  Then 
were  other  mournful  cases  indeed  to  be  studiec 
on  the  steerage  deck,  but  none  in  which  mis 
fortune  was  so  attractive. 

As  she  walked  up  and  down,  or  sat  in  the 
tea-room  catching  fragments  of  the  conversatior 
round  her.  Daphne  was  often  secretly  angered 
by  the  public  opinion  she  perceived,  favourable 
in  the  one  case,  hostile  in  the  other.    How 
ignorant  and  silly  it  was— this  public  opinion  ! 
As  to  herself,  she  was  soon  aware  that  a  few 
people  on  board  had  identified  her  and  com- 
municated their  knowledge  to  others.    On  the 
whole,  she  felt  herself  treated  with  deference. 
Her   own   version   of   her   story   was   clearly 
accepted,  at  least  by  the  majority ;  some  saowed 
her  an  unspoken  but  evident  sympathy,  while 
her    wealth    made   her   generally   interesting. 
Yet  there  were  two  or  three  in  whom  she  felt 
or  fancied  a  more  critical  attitude ;  who  looked 
at  her  coolly,  and  seemed  to  avoid  her.    Bos- 
tonian  Pharisees,  no  doubt !— ignorant  of  all 
those  great  expansions  of  the  female  destiny 
that  were  going  forward. 
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The  fact  was—she  admitted  it — that  she 
was  abnormally  sensitive.  These  moral  judg- 
ments, of  different  sorts,  of  which  she  was 
conscious,  floating  as  it  were  in  the  life  around 
her,  which  her  mind  isolated  and  magnified, 
found  her  smarting  and  sore,  and  would  not 
let  her  be.  Her  irritable  pride  was  touched 
at  every  turn ;  she  hardly  knew  why.  She 
was  not  to  be  judged  by  anybody  ;  she  was  her 
own  defender  and  her  own  judge.  If  she  was 
no  longer  a  symbolic  and  sympathetic  figure — 
like  that  young  mother  among  her  children 
— she  had  her  own  claims.  In  the  secrecy  of 
the  mind  she  fiercely  set  them  out. 

The  days  passed,  however,  and  as  she  neared 
the  English  shores  her  resistance  to  a  pursuing 
thought  became  fainter.  It  was,  of  course, 
Boyson's  astonishing  appeal  to  her  that  had 
let  loose  the  Avenging  Goddesses.  She  re- 
pelled them  with  scorn ;  yet  all  the  same  they 
hiuiied  round  her.  After  all,  she  was  no 
monster.  She  had  done  a  monstrous  thing  in  a 
sudden  brutality  of  egotism;  and  a  certain 
crude  state  of  law  and  opinion  had  helped  her 
to  do  it,  had  confused  the  moral  values  and 
falsified  her  conscience.  But  she  was  not  yet 
bmtalised.  Moreover,  do  what  she  would,  she 
was  still  m  a  world  governed  by  law ;  a  world  at 
the  heart  of  which  broods  a  power  austere  and 
immutable ;  a  power  which  man  did  not  make. 
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which,  if  he  clash  with  it,  grinds  him  to  powdei 
Its  manifestations  in  Daphne's  case  were  sligh 
but  enough.  She  was  not  happy,  that  certain! 
was  clear.  She  did  not  suppose  she  ever  woul 
be  happy  again.  Whatever  it  was — just,  heroi< 
or  the  reverse — ^the  action  by  which  she  ha 
violently  changed  her  life  Iiad  not  been 
success,  estimated  by  results.  No  other  ma 
had  attracted  her  since  she  had  cast  Roge 
off ;  her  youth  seemed  to  be  deserting  her 
she  saw  herself  in  the  glass  every  morning  wit! 
discontent,  even  a  kind  of  terror ;  she  had  los 
her  child.  And  in  these  suspended  hours  c 
the  voyage,  when  life  floats  between  sky  ani 
sea,  amid  the  infinity  of  waves,  all  that  sh 
had  been  doing  since  the  divorce,  her  publi 
"causes"  and  triumphs,  the  adulations  wit] 
which  she  had  been  surrounded,  began  t< 
seem  to  her  barren  and  futile.  No,  she  was  no 
happy ;  what  she  had  doE  had  not  answered 
and  she  knew  it. 


One  night,  a  night  of  calm  air  and  silvery 
sea,  she  hung  over  the  ship's  side,  dreaming 
rather  miserably.  The  ship,  aglow  with  Ughts 
alive  with  movement,  with  talk,  laughter  anc 
music,  glided  on  between  the  stars  and  the 
unfathomable  depths  of  the  mid-Atlantic 
Nothing,  to  north  and  south,  between  her  anc 
the  poles ;  nothing  but  a  few  feet  of  iron  anc 
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timber  between  her  and  the  hungry  gulfs  in 
which  the  highest  Alp  would  sink  from  sight. 
The  floating  palace,  hung  by  Knowledge  above 
Death,  just  out  of  Death's  reach,  suggested  to 
her  a  number  of  melancholy  thoughts  and 
images.  A  touch  of  more  than  Arctic  cold 
stole  upon  her,  even  through  this  loveliness  of 
a  summer  night ;  she  felt  desperately  unhappy 
and  alone. 

From  the  saloon  came  a  sound  of  singing 

"An  die  Lippen  wolU'  ich  pressen 
Deine  Heine  weisse  Hand, 
Und  mit  Thrdnen  sie  henetzen 
Deine  kleine  weisse  Hand.'* 

The  tears  came  to  her  eyes.  She  remembered 
that  she,  too,  had  once  felt  the  surrender  and 
the  tenderness  of  love. 

Then  she  brushed  the  tears  away,  angry 
with  herself  and  determined  to  brood  no  more. 
But  she  looked  round  her  in  vain  for  a  com- 
panion who  might  distract  her.  She  had  made 
no  friends  on  board,  and  though  she  had  brought 
with  her  a  secretary  and  a  maid,  she  kept  them 
both  at  arm's  length,  and  they  never  offered 
their  society  withojt  an  invitation. 

What  was  she  going  to  do  ?  And  why  was 
she  making  this  journey  ? 

Because    the    injustice    and    absurdity    of 
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English  law  had  distorted  and  besmirched  hei 
own  perfectly  legitimate  action.  They  hac 
given  a  handle  to  such  harsh  critics  as  Alfrec 
Boyson.  But  she  meant  somehow  to  put  her 
self  right ;  and  not  only  herself,  but  the  greai 
cause  of  woman's  freedom  and  independence 
No  woman,  in  the  better  future  that  is  coming 
shall  be  forced  either  by  law  or  opinion  t< 
continue  the  relations  of  marriage  with  a  mar 
she  has  come  to  despise.  Marriage  is  mere!} 
proclaimed  love  ;  and  if  love  fails,  marriage  ha: 
no  further  meaning  or  raison  d'etre :  it  comes 
or  should  come,  automatically  to  an  end.  This 
is  the  first  article  in  the  woman's  charter,  anc 
without  it  marriage  itself  has  neither  valve  noi 
sanctity.  She  seemed  to  hear  sentences  of  this 
sort,  in  her  own  voice,  echoing  about  wind} 
halls,  producing  waves  of  emotion  on  a  sea 
of  strained  faces — women's  faces,  set  and  pale 
like  that  of  Madeleine  Verrier.  She  had  nevei 
actually  made  such  a  speech,  but  she  felt  she 
would  Uke  to  have  made  it. 

What  wa^  she  going  to  do  ?  No  doubl 
Roger  would  resent  her  coming — would  probablj 
refuse  to  see  her,  as  she  had  once  refused  to  see 
him.  Well,  she  must  try  and  act  with  dignity 
and  common  sense  ;  she  must  try  and  persuade 
him  to  recognise  her  good  faith,  and  to  get  him 
to  listen  to  what  she  proposed.  She  had  hei 
plan  for  Roger's  reclamation,  and  was  already 
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in  love  with  it.  Naturally,  she  had  never 
meant  permanently  to  hurt  or  injure  Roger! 
She  had  done  it  for  his  good  as  well  as 
her  own.  Yet  even  as  she  put  this  plea  for- 
ward in  the  mner  tribunal  of  consciousness,  she 
knew  that  it  was  false. 

"  You  have  murdered  a  life  !  "  Well,  that 
was  what  prejudiced  and  hide-bound  persons 
like  Alfred  Boyson  said,  and  no  doubt  always 
would  say.  She  could  not  help  it;  but  for  her 
own  dignity's  sake,  that  moral  dignity  in  which 
she  liked  to  feel  herself  enwrapped,  she  would 
give  as  little  excuse  for  it  as  possible. 

Then,  as  she  stood  looking  eastward,  a 
strange  thought  struck  her.  Once  on  that 
farther  shore  and  she  would  be  Roger's  wife 
again—an  English  subject,  and  Roger's  wife. 
How  ridiculous,  and  how  intolerable!  When 
shall  wc  see  some  real  comity  of  nations  in 
these  matters  of  international  marriage  and 
divorce  ? 

She  had  consulted  hei  lawyers  in  New  York 
before  starting;  on  Roger's  situation  first  of 
all,  but  also  on  her  own.  Roger,  it  seemed, 
might  take  certain  legal  steps,  once  he  was 
aware  of  her  being  again  on  EngUsh  ground. 
But,  of  course,  he  would  not  take  then;.  "  It 
was  never  me  he  cared  for— only  Beatty  I  "  she 
said  to  herself  with  a  bitter  perversity.  Stili 
the  thought  of  returning  within  the  range  of 
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the  old  obligations,  the  old  life,  affected  her 
curiously,  Th'^re  were  hours,  especially  at  ni^ht, 
when  she  felt  shut  up  with  thoughts  of  Roger 
and  Beatty — her  husband  and  her  child — just 
as  of  old. 

How,  in  the  name  of  justice,  was  she  to 
blame  for  Roger's  illness  ?  Her  irritable  thoughts 
made  a  kind  of  grievance  against  him  of  the 
attack  of  pneumonia  which  she  was  told  had 
injured  his  health.  He  must  have  neglected 
himself  in  some  foolish  way.  The  strongest 
men  are  the  most  reckless  of  themselves.  In 
any  case,  how  was  it  her  fault  ? 

One  night  she  woke  up  suddenly,  in  the 
dawn,  her  heart  beating  tumultuoudy.  She 
had  been  dreaming  of  her  meeting — ^her  possible 
meeting — with  Roger.  Her  face  was  flushed, 
her  memory  confused.  She  could  not  recall 
the  exact  words  or  incidents  of  the  dream,  only 
that  Roger  had  been  in  some  way  terrible  and 
terrif5dng. 

And  &3  she  sat  up  in  her  berth,  trjdng  to 
compose  herself,  she  recalled  the  last  time  she 
had  seen  him  at  Philadelphia — a  painful  scene— 
and  his  last  broken  words  to  her,  as  he  turned 
back  from  the  door  to  speak  them  : — 

"As  to  Beatty,  I  hold  you  responsible ! 
She  is  my  child,  no  less  than  yours.  You  shall 
answer  to  me  !    Remember  that !  " 

Answer    to    him  ?     Beatty   was    dead— in 
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spite  of  all  that  love  and  science  could  do. 
Involdntarily  she  began  to  weep  as  she 
remembered  the  child's  last  days;  the  little 
choked  cry,  once  or  twice,  for  "Daddy!" 
foUowed,  so  long  as  life  maintained  its  struggle, 
by  a  childish  anger  that  he  did  not  come.  And 
then  the  silencing  of  the  cry,  and  the  last  change 
and  settling  in  the  smaU  face,  so  instinct  akeady 
with  feeling  and  character,  .w  prophetic  of  the 
woman  to  be. 

A  grief,  of  course,  never  to  be  got  over; 
but  for  which  she.  Daphne,  deserved  pity  and 
tenderness,  not  reproaches.  She  hardened  her- 
self to  meet  the  coming  trial. 

She  arrived  in  London  Lx  the  first  week  of 
July,  and  her  first  act  was  to  post  a  letter  to 
Herbert   French,    addressed   to   his   East-End 
vicarage,  a  letter  formally  expressed  and  merely 
asking  him  to  give  the  writer  "  twenty  minutes' 
conversation  on  a  subject  of  common  interest 
to  us  both."    The  letter  was  signed  "  Daphne 
Floyd,"  and  a  stamped  envelope  addressed  to 
Mrs.   Floyd"   was  enclosed.    By  return  of 
post  she  received  a  letter  from  a  person  un- 
laiown  to  her,  the  curate,  apparently,  in  charge 
of  Mr.  Frenrh's  parish.    The  letter  informed  her 
that  her  own  communication  had  not  been  for- 
warded, as  Mr.  French  had  gone  away  for  a 
hohday  after  a  threat  of  nervous  breakdown 
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in  consequence  of  overwork ;  and  business  letten 
and  interviews  were  being  spared  him  as  much 
as  possible.  **  He  is,  however,  much  better, 
I  am  glad  to  say,  and  if  the  subject  on  which 
you  wish  to  speak  to  him  is  really  urgent,  his 
present  address  is  Prospect  House,  St.  Damian's, 
Ventnor.  But  unless  it  is  urgent  it  would 
be  a  kindness  not  to  trouble  him  with  it  until 
he  returns  to  town,  which  will  not  be  for  another 
fortnight." 

Daphne  walked  restlessl,  up  and  down  her 
hotel  sitting-room.  Of  course  the  matter  was 
urgent.  The  health  of  an  East-End  clergy- 
man— already,  it  appeared,  much  amended— 
v/as  not  hkely  to  seem  of  much  importance  to  a 
woman  of  her  temperament,  when  it  stood  in 
the  way  of  her  plans. 

But  she  would  not  write,  she  would  go. 
She  had  good  reason  to  suppose  that  Herbert 
French  WDuld  not  welcome  a  visit  from  her ; 
he  might  indeed  very  easily  use  his  health  as  aii 
excuse  for  not  seeing  her.  But  she  must  see 
him. 

By  mid-day  she  was  already  on  her  way  to 
the  Isle  of  Wijht.  About  five  o'clock  she 
arrived  at  Ventnor,  where  she  deposited  maid 
and  luggage.  She  then  drove  out  alone  to 
St.  Damian's,  a  village  a  few  miles  north, 
through  a  radiant  evening.  The  twinlding  sea 
was  alive  with  craft  of  all  sizes,  from  the  great 
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liner  leaving  its  trail  of  smoke  along  the  horizoi . 
to  the  white-sailed  yachts  close  upon  the  land! 
The  woods  of  the  Undercliii  sank  softly  to  the 
blues  and  purple,  the  silver  streaks  and  gorgeous 
shadows  of  the  sea  floor.  The  lights  were 
broad  and  rich.  After  a  hot  day,  coolness  had 
come  and  the  air  was  delightful. 

But  Daphne  sat  erect,  noticing  nothing  but 
the  relief  of  the  lowered  temperature  after  her 
hot  and  tiresome  journey.  She  applied  herself 
occasionally  to  natural  beauty,  as  she  applied 
herself  to  music  or  literature;  but  it  is  not  to 
women  of  her  type  that  the  true  passion  of  it 
— "  the  soul's  bridegroom  "— Kiomes.  And  she 
was  absorbed  in  thinking  how  she  should  open 
her  business  to  Herbert  French. 

Prospect  House  turned  out  to  be  a  detached 
villa  standing  in  a  garden,  with  a  broad  view 
of  the  Channel.  Daphne  sent  her  carriage  back 
to  the  inn  and  climbed  the  steep  drive  which 
led  up  to  the  verandahed  house.  The  front 
garden  was  empty,  but  voices— voices,  it  seemed, 
of  children—came  from  behind  the  house  where 
there  was  a  grove  of  trees. 

"  Is  Mr.  Herbert  French  at  home  ?  "  she 
asked  of  the  maid  who  answered  her  bell. 

The  girl  looked  at  her  doubtfully. 

"  Yes,  ma'am— but  he  doesn't  see  visitors 
yet.  Shall  I  tell  Mrs.  French  ?  She's  in  the 
garden  with  the  children." 
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"No,  thank  you,"  said  Daphne,  firmly. 
"  It's  Mr.  French  I  have  come  to  see,  and  I 
am  sure  that  he  will  wish  to  see  me.  Will  you 
kindly  give  him  my  card  ?  I  will  come  in  and 
wait." 

And  she  brushed  past  the  maid,  who  was 
intimidated  by  the  visitor's  fashionable  dress 
and  by  the  drooping  feathers  of  her  Paris 
hat,  in  which  the  sharp  olive-skinned  face 
with  its  magnificent  eyes  was  picturesquely 
framed.  The  girl  gave  way  unwillingly,  showed 
Mrs.  Floyd  into  a  small  study  looking  on  the 
front  garden,  and  left  her. 


"Elsie!"  cried  Herbert  French,  springing 
from  the  low  chair  in  which  he  had  been  loung- 
ing in  his  shirt-sleeves  with  a  book  when  the 
parlour-maid  found  him,  "  Elsie  !  " 

His  wife,  who  was  at  the  other  end  of  the 
lawn,  playing  with  the  children,  the  boy  on  her 
back  and  a  pair  of  girl  twins  clinging  to 
her  skirts,  turned  in  astonishment  and  hurried 
back  to  him. 

"  Mrs.  Floyd  ?  "  They  both  looked  at  the  card 
in  bewilderment.     "  Who  is  it  ?    Mrs.  Floyd  ? " 

Then  French's  face  changed. 

"  What  is  this  lady  like  ?  "  he  asked  peremp- 
torily  of  the  parlour-maid. 

"  Well,  sir,  she's  a  dark  lady,  dressed  very 
smart- 
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Has  she  very  black  eyes  ? 
Oh,  yes,  sir  I  " 


It 
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"  Young  ? 

The  girl  promptly  replied  in  the  negative, 
qualifying  it  a  moment  afterwards  by  a  per- 
plexed "  Well,  I  shouldn't  say  so,  sir." 

French  thought  a  moment. 

"  Thank  you.    I  wiU  comt  in." 

He  turned  to  his  wife  with  a  rapid  question, 
under  his  breath.    "  Where  is  Roger  ?  " 

Elsie  stared  at  him,  her  colour  paling. 

"  Herbert  I— it  can't— it  can't " 

"  I  suspect  it  is— Mrs.  Barnes,"  said  French 
slowly.  "  Help  me  on  with  my  coat,  darling. 
Now  then,  what  shall  we  do  ?  " 

"She  can't  have  come  to  force  herself  on 
him ! "  cried  his  wife  passionately. 

"  Probably  she  knows  nothing  of  his  being 
here.    Did  he  go  for  a  walk  ?  " 

"Yes,  towards  Sandown.  But  he  will  be 
back  directly." 

A  ^uick  shade  of  expression  crossed  French's 
face,  which  his  wife  knew  to  mean  that  whenever 
Roger  was  out  by  himself  there  was  cause  for 
anxiety.  But  the  familiar  trouble  was  imme- 
diately swallowed  up  in  the  new  and  pressing 
one. 

"  What  can  that  woman  have  come  to  say  ?  " 
he  asked,  half  of  himself,  haJf  '^f  his  wife,  as  he 
walked  slowly  back  to  th  se.    Elsie  had 
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conveyed  the  children  to  their  nurse,  and  wj 
beside  him. 

"  Perhaps  she  repents  !  "  The  tone  m 
dry  and  short;  it  flung  a  challenge  to  mii 
doing. 

"  I  doubt  it !  But  Roger  ?  "     French  stoo 
^till,    pondering.      "Keep    him.    darling— ir 
tercept  him  if  you  can.    If  he  must  see  hei 
I  will   come   out.     But   we    mustn't   risk 
shock." 

They  consulted  a  little  in  low  voices.  Thei 
French  went  into  the  house  and  Elsie  ram 
back  to  her  children.  She  stood  thinking 
her  fine  face,  so  open-browed  and  pu'-eh 
lined,  frowning  and  distressed. 

"  You  wished  to  see  me,  Mrs.  Barnes  ?  " 
French  had  closed  the  door  of  the  stud) 
behind  him  and  stood  without  offering  to  shake 
hands  with  his  visitor,  coldly  regarding  her. 

Daphne  rose  from  her  seat,  reddening  in- 
voluntarily. 

"  My  name  is  no  longer  what  you  once  knew 
it,  Mr.  French.    I    sent  you  my  card." 

French  made  a  slight  inclination  and  pointed 
to  the  chair  from  which  she  had  risen. 

"Pray  sit  down.  May  I  know  what  has 
brought  you  here  ?  " 

Daphne  resumed  her  seat,  her  small  hands 
fidgeting  on  her  parasol. 
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"  I  wished  to  come  and  consult  with  you. 
Mr.  French.  I  had  heard  a  distressing  account 
of—of  Roger,  from  a  friend  in  America." 

"  I  see,"  said  French,  on  whom  a  sudden 
hght  dawned.  '*  You  met  Boyson  at  Niagara— 
that  I  knew— and  you  are  here  because  of  what 
he  said  to  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  partly."  The  speaker  looked  round 
the  room,  biting  her  lip,  and  French  observed 
her  for  a  moment.  He  remembered  the  foreign 
vivacity  and  dash,  the  wilful  grace  of  her  youth, 
and  marvelled  at  her  stiffened,  pretentious  air, 
her  loss  of  charm.  Instinctively  the  saint  in  him 
knew  from  the  mere  look  of  her  that  she  had 
been  feeding  herself  on  egotisms  and  falsehoods, 
and  his  heart  hardened.    Daphne  resumed : 

"  If  Captain  Boyson  has  given  you  an  account 
of  our  interview,  Mr.  French,  it  was  -obably 
a  one-sided  one.  However,  that  is  not  the  point. 
He  did  distress  me  very  much  by  his  account, 
which  I  gather  came  from  you — of — of  Roger, 
and  although,  of  course,  it  is  a  very  awkward 
matter  for  me  to  move  in,  I  still  felt  impelle  1 
for  old  times'  sake  to  come  over  and  see  whether 
I  could  not  help  you — and  his  other  friends — 
and,  of  course,  his  mother " 

"  His  mother  is  out  of  the  question,"  inter- 
rupted French.  "  She  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  a 
helpless  invalid." 

"  Is  it  really  as  bad  as  that  ?     I  hoped  for 
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better  news.  Then  I  apply  to  you-to  yo 
chiefly.  Is  there  anything  that  I  could  do  t 
assist  you,  or  others,  to " 

"  To  save  him  ?  "    French  put  in  the  word 
as  she  hesitated. 

Daphne  was  silent. 

"  What  is  your  idea  ?  "  asked  French,  aftei 
a  moment.  "You  heard,  I  presume,  froir 
Captam  Boyson  that  my  wife  and  I  were 
extremely  anxious  about  Roger's  ways  and 
habits ;  that  we  cannot  induce  him,  or,  at  any 
rate,  we  have  not  yet  been  able  to  induce  him 
to  give  up  drinking ;  that  his  health  is  extremely 
bad,  and  that  we  are  sometimes  afraid  that 
there  is  now  some  secret  in  his  Hfe  of  which  he 
is  ashamed  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Daphne,  fidgeting  with  a  book 
on  the  table.     "  Yes,  that  is  what  I  heard." 

thin  t^'^   ^°"  ^^^^   ^°°^^   *°  ^^SS^st  some- 
"Is   there   no  way  by   which   Roger  can 
become  as  free  as  I  now  am  I »  she  said  sud- 
denly, throwing  back  her  head. 

"By  which  Roger  can  obtain  his  divorce 
from  you~and  marry  again  ?    None,  in  English 

"  But  there  is— in  Colonial  law."  She  began 
to  speak  hurriedly  and  urgently.  "  If  Roger 
were  to  go  to  New  Zealand,  or  to  Australia,  he 
could,  after  a  time,  get  a  divorce  for  desertion. 
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I  know  he  could — I  have  inquired.  It  doesn't 
seem  to  be  certain  what  effect  my  action— the 
American  decree,  I  mean —would  have  in  an 
English  colony.  My  lawyers  are  going  into  it. 
But  at  any  rate  there  is  the  desertion.  And 
then  "—she  grew  more  eager—"  if  he  married 
abroad — in  the  Colony — the  marriage  would  be 
valid.  No  one  could  say  a  word  to  him  when 
he  returned  to  England." 

French  looked  at  her  in  silence.  She  went 
on — with  the  unconscious  manner  of  one  accus- 
tomed to  command  her  world,  to  be  the  oracle 
and  guide  of  subordinates: — 

"  Could  we  not  induce  hhn  to  go  ?  Could 
you  not  ?  Very  likely  he  would  refuse  to  see 
me;  and,  of  course,  he  has,  most  unjustly  to 
me,  I  think,  refused  to  take  any  money  from  me. 
But  the  money  might  be  provided  without  his 
knowing  where  it  came  from.  A  young  doctor 
might  be  sent  with  him— some  nice  fellow 
who  would  keep  him  amused  and  look  after  him. 
At  Heston  he  used  to  take  a  great  interest  in 
farming.  He  might  take  up  land.  I  would 
pay  anything— anything !  He  might  suppose 
it  came  from  some  friend." 

French  smiled  sadly.  His  eyes  were  on  the 
ground.    She  bent  forward. 

"  I  beg  of  you,  Mr.  French,  not  to  set  your- 
self against  me  !  Of  course"— she  drew  herself 
up  proudly— "I  know  what  you  must  think 
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of  my  action.  Our  views  are  different,  im 
concilably  different.  You  probably  think  a 
divorce  wrong.  We  think,  in  America,  the 
a  marriage  which  has  become  a  burden  t 
either  party  is  no  marriage,  and  ought  to  ceas< 
But  that,  of  course  "—she  waved  a  rhetorics 
hand— "we  cannot  discuss.  I  do  not  propos 
for  a  moment  to  discuss  it.  You  must  aUov 
me  my  national  point  of  view.  But  sureh 
we  can,  putting  all  that  aside,  combine  to  heli 
Rogei  ?  "  ^ 

"To  marry  again?"  said  French,  slowly 
"  It  can't,  I  fear,  be  done— what  you  propost 
—in  the  time.    J  doubt  whether  Roger  has  twc 
years  to  Uve." 
Daphne  started. 

"  Roger  I— to  Hve  ?  "  she  repeated,  in  horror. 
"  What  is  reaUy  the  matter  ?    Surdy  nothing 
more  than  care  and  a  voyage  could  set  right  ?  " 
French  shook  his  head. 
"We  have   been   anxious   about   him  for 
some    time.    That    terrible    attack   of    septic 
pneumonia  in  New  York,  as  we  now  know, 
left  the  heart  injured  and  the  lungs  weakened! 
He  was  badly  nursed,  and  his  state  of  mind 
at  the  time— his  misery  and  loneliness— left 
nini  little  chance.    Then  the  drinking  habit, 
which   he   contracted   during   those   wretched 
months  in  the  States,  has  been  of  course  sorely 
against  him.    However,  we  hoped  against  hope 
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—Elsie  and  I— tiU  a  few  weeks  ago.  Then 
someone,  we  don't  know  who,  made  him  go  to 
a  speciaUst,  and  the  verdict  is—phthisis  •  not 
very  advanced,  but  certain  and  definite.  And 
the  general  outlook  is  not  favourable." 

Daphne  had  grown  pale. 

"  We  must  send  him  away !  "  she  said  im- 
penously.  "We  must  I  A  voyage,  a  good 
dortor,  a  dry  climate,  would  save  him,  of  course 
they  would  !  Why,  there  is  nothing  necessarily 
fatal  now  in  phthisis  I  No.hing  !  It  is  absurd 
to  talk  as  though  there  were." 

Again  French  looked  at  her  in  silence 
But  as  she  had  lost  colour,  he  had  gained  it 
His  face,  which  the  East  End  had  akeady 
stamped,  had  grown  rosy,  his  eyes  sparkled. 

'  Oh,  do  say  something  !  TeU  me  what  you 
suggest  ?  "  cried  Daphne. 

"  Do  you  really  wish  me  to  tell  you  what  I 

suggest  ?  "  J  at  X 

Daphne  waited,  her  eyes  first  imploring 
then  begmning  to  shrink.  He  bent  forward 
and  touched  her  on  the  arm. 

"  Go,  Mrs.  Barnes,  and  ask  your  husband's 
for.^iveness !  What  wiU  come  of  it  I  do  not 
toiow.  But  you,  at  least,  will  have  done  some- 
tftmg  to  set  yourself  right— with  God." 

The  Christian  and  the  priest  had  spoken  • 
the  low  voice  in  its  intensity  had  seemed 
to  nng  through  the   quiet  sun-flooded  room 
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Daphne  rose,  trembling  with  resentmen 
antagonism. 

"  It  is  you,  then,  Mr.  French,  who  mi 
impossible  for  me  to  discuss—to  help.  I 
have  to  see  if  I  can  find  some  other  nei 
carrying  out  my  purpose." 

There  was  a  voice  outside.    Daphne  ti 

"  Who  is  that  ?  " 

French  ran  to  the  glass  door  that  open 
to  the  veranaah,  and,  trying  for  an  ord 
tone,  waved  somebody  back  who  was  appi 
ing  from  without.  Elsie  came  quickly  i 
the  coiner  of  the  house,-  calling  to  the 
comer. 

But  Daphne  saw  who  it  was  and  too! 
own  course.  She,  too,  went  to  the  wii 
and,  passing  French,  she  stepped  intc 
verandah. 

"  Roger  1  " 

A  man  hurried  through  the  dusk, 
was  an  exclamation,  a  silence.    By  this 
French  was  on  the  lawn,  his  wife's  qui^ 
hand  in  his.     Daphne  retreated  slowly  int 
study  and  Roger  Barnes  followed  her. 

"  Leave  them  alone,"  said  French, 
putting  an  arm  round  his  wife  he  lee 
resolutely  away,  out  of  sound  and  sight. 


Barnes  stood  silent,  breathing  heavily 
leaning  on  the  back  of  a  chair.    The  we 
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light  from  a  side  window  struck  full  on  him. 
But  Daphne  the  wave  of  excitement  spent,  was 
not  looking  at  him.  She  had  fallen  upon  a 
sofa,  her  face  was  in  her  hands. 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me  ?  "  said  Roger 
at  last.  Then,  in  a  sudden  heat,  "  By  God,  I 
never  wished  to  see  you  again  !  '* 

Daphne's  muffled  voice  came  through  her 
fingers : 

"  I  know  that.    You  needn't  tell  me  so  !  " 

Roger  turned  away. 

"  You'll  admit  it's  an  intrusion  ?  "  he  said 
fiercely.  "  I  don't  see  what  j^ou  and  I  have 
got  to  do  with  each  other  now." 

Daphne  struggled  for  self-control.  After  all, 
she  had  always  managed  him  in  the  old  days. 
She  would  manage  him  now. 

"Roger— I— I  didn't  come  to  discuss  the 
past.  That's  done  with.  But—I  heard  things 
about  you— that " 

"You  didn't  like?"  he  ghed.  "I'm 
sorry,  but  T  don't  see  what  ^  a  have  to  do 
with  them." 

Daphne's  hand  fidgeted  with  her  dress,  her 
eyes  still  cast  down. 

"  Couldn't  we  talk  without  bitterness  ?  Just 
for  ten  minutes  ?  It  was  from  Captain  Boyson 
that  I  heard " 


(( 


Oh,  Boyson,  was  that  it  ?   And  he  got  his 
inform-       .   from   French— poor  old  Herbert. 
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WeU,  it's  quite  true.    I'm  no  longer  fit  for 
-K)r  his~or  anybody's  society." 

He  threw  himself  into  an  armchair,  c^ 

took  a  cigarette  out  of  a  box  that  lay  near, 

W  It.    Daphne  at  last  ventured  to  look  at  1 

The   first   and   dominant   impression   was 

somethmg  shrunken  and  diminished.    His  1 

fiannel  suit  hung  loose  on  his  shoulders 

chest,   his  athlete's  limbs.    His  features 

been  thinned  and  graved  and  scooped  by  fe 

and  broken  nights;    all  the  noble  line  '. 

proportion  was  stiU  there,  but  for  one  who  1 

known  him  of  old  the  effect  was  no  Ion 

beautiful  but  ghastly.    Daphne  stared  at  Y 

in  dismay.  ^  at.  i 

He  on  his  side  observed  his  visitor,  but  w 
a  cooler  curiosity.  Like  French  he  notic 
the  signs  of  change,  the  dying  down  of  brilliar 
and  of  bloom.  To  go  your  own  way,  as  Daph 
had  done,  did  not  seem  to  conduce  to  a  womai 
good  looks. 

"Wdl?"^  **"*"  "  *  ^"^  mterr.:.gation; 
"I  came  to  try  and  hdp  yon,"  Daohi 

see"whv'nh"    «« '^"S'^^i  again.    "I  don 
Elsie  and  Herber     are  awfully  good  to  m< 
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They're  all  I  want,  or  at  any  rate,"  he  hesitated 
a  moment.  "  they're  aU  I  sLu  w^t-from  now 

°Jl^J^^''^-  5'°"  """^  *'>*''«''l  ^  something 
grot^ue  m  your  trying  your  hand  at  reform! 

.J^^f"}  "*"'  anything  of  the  kind  I  " 
she  protested,  stung  by  his  tone.  "  I-I  wanted 
to  suggest  something  practical-some  way  by 
which  you  might-release  yourself  from  mei 
and  also  recover  your  health  " 

"Release  mj^lf  from  you  ?  "  he  repeated. 

send  me  to  the  Colonies-was  that  your  idea  ?  " 
His  smile  was  hard  to  bear.    But  she  went 
on,  choking,  yet  determined : 

law"  m*  't'"',i°^  *^  °"'y  '"'■y-^  English 
aw.  Why  shouldn't  you  take  it?  The  voyage 
he  new  clmiate,  would  probably  set  youTp 

again     You  need  only  be  away  Tshort'^^i^e  •' 
He  looked   at   her  in  sUence  a  moment 

fingenng  his  cigarette.  moment, 

AndT^*"''  y""-"  ^^  ^^^  at  J^t.  "thank  you. 
^d  I  suppose  you  offered  us  money  ?  You  told 
Hubert  you   would  pay  all   ex^ses  °    Oh 

fr!^\-  ,'  ^*  '^"'^  Itself  with  enerev 
from  his  lomiging  position,  "  at  the  same  "^? 
^rhaps  you  ought  to  know  that  I  would  sZe; 
*e  a  thousand  times  over  than  take  a  Zle 
alver  sixpence  that  belonged  to  you  I " 
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Their  eyes  met,  his  quite  cahn,  hers  sp 
with  resentment  and  pain. 

"  Of  course  I  can't  argue  with  you 
meet  me  in  that  tone,"  she  said  passio; 
"  But  I  should  have  thought " 

"Besides,"  he  interrupted  her,  "y< 
it  is  the  only  way.  You  are  -uite  mis 
It  is  not  the  only  way.  As  fa*  as  freei 
goes,  you  could  divorce  me  to-morrow — 
if  you  liked.  I  have  been  unfaithful  t< 
i*  strange  way  of  puttmg  it— at  the  p 
1     ment— between  you  and  me !    But 

w  it  would  appear  in  the  English  < 
aid  as  to  the  '  cruelty '—that  wouldn' 
you  any  trouble  !  " 

Daphne  had  flushed  deeply.  It  was 
by  a  great  effort  that  she  maintained  hei 
posure.    Her  eyes  avoided  him. 

"  Mrs.  Fairmile  ?  "  she  said  in  a  low 

He  threw  back  his  head  with  a  sou 
scorn. 

"Mrs.  Fairmile!  You  don't  mean  t 
me,  Daphne,  to  my  face,  that  you  ever  be 
any  of  the  lies — forgive  the  expression- 
you,  and  your  witnesses,  and  your  la\ 
told  in  the  States— that  you  bribed 
precious  newspapers  to  tell  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  believed  it !  "  she  said  fie 
"And  as  for  lies,  it  was  you  who  1 
them." 
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"  You  believed  that  I  had  betrayed  you  with 
Chloe  Fairmile?"    He  raised  himself  again 
fixing  his  strange  deep-set  gaze  upon  her. 

"  I  never  said " 

''No!    To  that  length  you  didn't  quite  go. 
I  admit  It.    You  were  able  to  get  your  way 
without  it."    He  sank  back  in  his  chair  again. 
No.  my  remark  had  nothing  to  do  with  Chloe 
I  have  never  set  eyes  on  her  since  I  left  you  at 
Heston.    But-there  was  a  girl,  a  shop-girl, 
a  poor   Uttle   thing,    rather   pretty.     I   came 
across  her  about  six  months  ago— it  doesn't 
matter  how.     She  loves  me,  she  was  awfully 
good  to  me.  a  regular  Uttle  brick.    Some  day 
I  shaU  teU  Herbert  aU  about  her-not  yet- 
though,    of  course,  he  suspects.    She'd  serve 
your  purpose,  if  you  thought  it  worth  while. 

But  you  won't " 

"  You're— living  with  her— now  ?  " 
"  No.     I  broke  with  her  a  fortnight  ago 
after  I'd  seen  those  doctors.    She  made  me  see 
them,  poor  little  soul.     Then  I  went  to  say  good- 
bye to  her,  and  she,"  his  voice  shook  a  little 
she  took  it  hard.    But  it's  all  right.    I'm  not 
gomg  to  risk  her  life,  or  saddle  her  with  a  dying 
man.    She's  with  her  sister.    She'll  get  over  it." 
He  turned  his  head  towards  the  window 
his  eyes  pursued  the  white  sails  on  the  darkening 
blue  outside.  ^ 

"It's  been  a  bad  business,  but  it  wasn't 
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altogether  my  fault.    I  saved  her  from  son 
e^se.  and  she  saved  me,  once  or  twice, 
Wowmg  my  brains  out." 

"What  did  the  doctors  say  to  you  ?  "  i 
Daphne,  brusquely,  after  a  pause. 

They  gave  me  about  two  years."  he 

indifferently,  turning  to  knock  off  the  er 

his  cigarette.    "  That  doesn't  matter."    1 

as  his  ey^  caught  her  face,  a  sudden  animj 

sprang  into  his.    He  drew  his  chair  neare 

her  and   threw  away  his  cigarette.     "] 

here    Daphne,    don't   let's   waste   time. 

shaU  never  see  each  other  again,  and  there 

a  number  of  things  I  want  to  know.    TeU 

everything  you  can  remember  about  Be 

that  last  six  months-and  about  her  iUr 

you  understand-never  mind  repeating  v 

you  told  Boyson,  and  he  told  me.    But  the 

lots  more,  there  must  be.    Did  she  ever  ask 

me  ?     Boyson   said   you   couldn't   rememi 

out  you  must  remember !  " 

He  came  closer  still,  his  threatening  c 
upon  her.  And  as  he  did  so.  the  dark  prese 
of  rum  and  death,  of  things  damning  ^d  ii 
vocable,  which  had  been  hovering  over  ti 
conversation,    approached   with   him-flapi 

tt'liT  n''   ^^'   ^    ^^P^^'s   face, 
trembled  all  over. 

you""^^'"  '^^  ^^'^'  ^^*^^'  "  '^^  ^^  ^^ 
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"  Ah  !  "     He  gave  a  cry  of  delight.     "  Tell 

me— teU   me   at   once— everything— from   the 
beginnmg !  " 

And  held  by  his  will,  she  told  him  eveiy- 
thmg— aU  the  piteous  story  of  the  child's  last 
days— sobbing  herself ;  and  for  the  first  time 
making  much  of  the  little  one's  signs  of  re- 
membering her  father,  instead  of  minimising 
and  icnoring  them,  as  she  had  done  in  the  talk 
with  Boyson.  It  was  as  though  for  the  first 
tmie  she  were  trying  to  stanch  a  wound  instead 
of  widening  it. 

He  listened  eagerly.  The  two  heads— of  the 
father  and  mother— drew  closer;  one  might 
have  thought  them  lovers  still,  united  by 
tender  and  sacred     'emories. 

But  at  lust  Rogc  drew  himself  away.  He 
rose  to  his  feet. 

"  rU  forgive  you  much  for  that !  "  he  said 
with  a  long  breath.  "  Will  you  write  it  for  me 
some  day— all  you've  told  me  ?  " 

She  made  a  sign  of  assent. 

"WeU,  now,  you  mustn't  stay  here  any 
longer.  I  suppose  you've  got  a  carriage  ?  And 
we  mustn't  meet  again.  There's  no  object  in 
It.    But  I'll  remember  that  you  came." 

She  looked  at  him.  In  her  nature  the 
great  deeps  were  breaking  up.  She  saw  him 
as  she  had  seen  him  in  her  first  youth.  And,  at 
last,  what  she  had  done  was  plain  to  her. 
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besil  M™  ^k*'  '"^  ^"^  0"  the 

"  p„       ,  !•"  P****^  Ws  hand  in  h 

.1,.    '*°f  *■;• '«t  me  stay  I  Let  me  nurse  y. 

she  panted.    "  i  didn't  underetand    U 

tCytr.'  ^* -"»•""  ^-i^ 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  then  he  liftec 

^        What  do  yon  mean  ? "  he  said,  sit 

Do  you  mean  that  you  >vish  us  to  be  husl 

and  We  agam  ?    You  are.  of  course,  m^ 

■•  L7'  °1  ^"S"^*"  '»*•  »t  this  mZe 
i-et  me  try  and  help  you  I  "  she  ole- 

'^T'^iJ'T^^  '"*°  bittV  tears.    .VI' 
—1  didn  t  understand  I  " 

He  shook  his  head. 

gone  too  deep."  " 

He  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  - 

rj^StS" '''  ^•^°"-  ^"^^^  "^ 

H„  "  °^?,'*  "^"y  '"'"   he  said,   calmlv     "I 
11^!-  "nhappy  about   me.    I've  hi 

wasn  t  used  to  bemg  alone,  and  nobody  cann 
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a  damn  and  everybody  believing  me  a  cad 
and  a  bidly  But  I  got  over  that.  It  was 
Bcatty  s  death  that  hit  me  so  hard,  and  that 
I  vasn  t  there.  It's  that,  somehow.  I  can't 
get  over-that  you  did  it-that  you  could 
have  had  the  heart.  It  would  always  come 
between  us.  No.  we're  better  apart.  But  I'll 
tell  you  something  to  con  rt  you.  I've  given 
up  that  sirl.  as  I've  told  you.  and  I've  given 
up  dnnk.  Herbert  won't  believe  it.  but  he'U 
find  It  IS  so.    And  I  don't  mean  to  die  before 

r.y  i""^^  r""  ^°^^  """^  *°  Switzerland  directly. 
1 11  do  all  the  correct  things.  You  see.  when  a 
man  knows  he's  going  to  die-well."  he  turned 
away,  "he  gets  uncommonly  curious  as  to 
what  s  going  to  come  next." 

He  walked  up  and  down  a  few  turns 
Daphne  watched  him. 

''I'm  not  pious-I  never  was.  But  after 
aJl.  the  religious  people  profess  to  know  some- 
thing  about  it.  and  nobody  else  does.  Just 
supposing  it  were  true  ?  " 

He  stopped  short,  looking  at  her.  She  under- 
stood perfectly  that  he  had  Beatty  in  his  mind. 
WeU.  anyhow.  I'm  going  to  live  decently 
or  the  rest  of  my  time-and  die  decentlv 
I  m  not  going  to  throw  away  chances.  And 
don  t  trouble  yourself  about  money.  There's 
enough  left  to  carry  me  through.  Good-bye 
Daphne  I"     He  held  out  his  hand  to  her.     ^ 
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She   took   it,    still   dumbly   weepin 
looked  at  her  with  pity. 

"  Yes,  I  know,  you  didn't  understan 
you    were    doing.     But    you    see,     I 

marriage  is "   he  sought  rather  pi 

for  his  words,  "  it's  a  big  thing.     If  it 
make  us,  it  ruins  us ;  I  didn't  marry  you 
best  of  reasons,  but  I  was  very  fond  oi 
honour  bright !  I  loved  you  in  my  way,  1 
have  loved  you  more  and  more.     I  shou 
been  a  decent  fellow   if   you'd  stuck 
I  had  all  sorts  of  plans  ;  you  might  have 
me  anything.     I  was  a  fool  about  Chloe  F 
but  there  was  nothing  in  it,  you  kno^ 
wasn't.    And  now  it's  all  rooted  up  ar 
with.     Women  like  to  think  such  things 
mended,  but  they  can't — they  can't. 
It  would  be  foolish  to  try." 

Daphne  sank  upon  a  chair  and  bui 
face  in  her  hands.    He  drew  a  long  an 
ful  breath.     "  I'm  afraid  I  must  go," 
wav!»ringly.     "  I — I  can't  stand  this  any 
Good-bye,  Daphne,  good-bye." 

She  only  sobbed,  as  though  her  life  d 
in  grief.    He  drew  near  to  her,  and 
wept,  hidden  from  him,  he  laid  his 
moment  on  her  shoulder.    Then  he  t 
his  hat. 

"  I'm  going  now,"  he  said  in  a  lo\ 
"  I  shan't  come  back  till  you  have  gon 
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weeping.    He  l 


ierstand  what 
5ee,  Daphne, 
ther  painfully 

If  it  doesn't 
Ty  you  for  the 
fond  of  you — 
way,  I  should 
I  should  have 
stuck  to  me. 
it  have  taught 
!^hloe  Fairmile, 
u  know  there 

up  and  done 

things  can  be 

can't,  indeed. 


i 


,nd  buried  her 
ong  and  pain- 
:  go,"  he  said 
tiis  any  longer. 


She  heard  him  cross  the  room,  his  steps  in 
the  verandah.  Outside,  in  the  summer  dark, 
a  figure  came  to  meet  him.  French  drew 
Roger's  arm  into  his,  and  th ;  two  walked 
away.  The  shadows  ji  the  woo<  .ed  lane  received 
them. 

A  woman  came  quickly  into  the  room. 

Elsie  French  looked  down  upon  the  sobbing 
Daphne,  her  own  eyes  full  of  tears,  her  hands 
clasped. 

"  Oh,  you  poor  thing  !  "  she  said,  under  her 
breath.  "  You  poor  thing  !  "  And  she  knelt 
down  beside  her  and  folded  her  arms  round 
her. 

So  from  the  same  heart  that  had  felt  a 
passionate  pity  for  the  victim,  compassion 
flowed  out  on  the  transgressor.  For  where 
others  feel  the  tragedy  of  suffering,  the  pure  in 
heart  realise  with  an  infinitely  sharper  pain 
the  tragedy  of  guilt. 


i 


r  life  dissolved 
*,  and  as  she 
d  his  hand  a 
1  he  took  up 

1  a  low  voice. 


,ve  gone 


II 


THE  END 


Pkintbd  n  Cassbll  ft  Co.,  Ltd.,  La  Bbllb  Salvage,  London,  E.C 


